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promiſe much, before a Play begin, 
And when *tis done, ask Pardon, were 
a Sin 1 | 
We'll not be guilty of: And to excuſe 
Before we know a Fault, were to abuſe 
The Writers and our Selves ; for 1 dave ſa ay 
IWe all are fool'd if this be not a Play, 
And ſuch a Play as ſhall (ſo ſhould Plays do) 
Imp Time's dull Wings, and make you merry too. 
"Twas to that purpoſe writ, ſo we intend it, 
And we have our wiſnd Ends, if you Com- 
mend it. | 


ß 


. 


MP” 4 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Inant, 4 Gentleman that fermerly loud and 
Fill pretended to love Lamira. 


1 2 a merry Gentleman, his Friend. 

Champernel, 4 lame old Gentleman, TOTO to 
Lamira, 

Vertaign, a N obleman, and a Judge. 

Beaupre, Son to Vertaigg. 

Verdone, Nephew to Champernel. 

Monſieur La Writt, 4 wrangling Advocate, or the 
Little Lawyer. 

Sampfon, a fools iſo Advocate, Kinſman 2 ne. 

Provoſt. . 

Sentlemen. V n 


Servants. 
WOMEN 


Vertaign. 
Anabell, Niece to Champernel. 
Old Lady, Nurſe to Lamira. 
Charlotte, Wail ing-Gentlewoman to Lamira. 


4 5 


SCENE FRANCE. 


Amin Wi ife to Champernel, and Daughter to 


| 


Annas e DTT * 


N 
. — 


ACT L SCENE L 
Enter Dinant, aud Cleremont. 


DINANT, 


ler. It will breed a Braw. 
Din. I care not, I wear a Sword. : 
Cler. And wear Diſcretion with it, 
Or caſt it off, let that direct your Arm, 
| 'Tis Madneſs elſe, not Valour, and more 

Than to receive a Wrong. (baſe 
Din. Why would you have me BO.” 
Sit down with a Diſgrace, and thank the Doer? 
We are not Stoicks, and that paſſive Courage 
Is only now commendable in Lackies, 
Peaſants, and Tradeſmen, not in Men of Rank 
And Quality, as I am. 

Cler. Do not cheriſh i 
That daring Vice, for which * whole Age ſulfers. 
The Blood of our bold Youth, that heretofore 
Was ſpent in honourable Action, 
Or to defend, or to enlarge the Kingdom, 
For the Honour of our Couutry, and our Prince, —* 
5 it {elf out with prodigal Expence 5 


O 4 Upon 


* 
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U 


out Mother's L. the Earth that bred 
3 trifle; and hoſe private Duels us, 


Which had their firſt Oripihal from the French, 
And for which, to this Day, we are juſtly cenſur d, 1 
Are baniſh'd from all Civil Governments : oF 
Scarce three in Venice, in as many Years; | 
In Florence they are rarer, and in all 


The fair Dominions of the Spaniſh King, Lan 

They are never heard of: Nay, thoſe Neighbour | 

Which gladly imitate our other Follies, 4 

And come at a dear rate to buy them of us, 1 

Begin now to deteſt them. | | 
Din. Will you end yer— 


* x 


Cler. And I have heard that ſome of our late Kings, 
For the Lie, wearing of a Miſtreſs Favour, 
1 A cheat at Cards or Dice, and ſuch like Cauſes, 3 
11 Have loſt as many gallant Gentlemen vn 
1 As might have mer the great Twrk in the Field, - 
With confidence of a glorious Victory; j 
And ſhall we then — 


Din. No more, for ſhame, no more, 
Are you become a Patron too! Tis a new bun | 
No more ont, burnt, give it to ſome Oxator, | Þ 
|: B To help him to enlarge his Exerciſ;, ES 
1 With ſuch a one it might do well, and profit 
1 The Curate of the Pariſh, but for Cleremont, 9 
113 | The bold and undertaking Cleremont, - 
To talk thus to his Friend, his Friend that knows 1 . = 
Dinant that knows his Cleremont, is abſurd, = 
And meer 8 pha. 
Cler. Why, what know you of me? F 
Din. Why, if thou haſt forgot thy ſelf, I'll tell thee, bo 
And not look back, to ſpeak of what thou wert 2 
At Fifteen, for at thoſe Years I have heard | 3 
Thou waſt Fleſh'd,. and enter d bravely. ea. M 
Cler. Well, Sir, well. "I 
1 Din. But Yefterday thou waſt the-common ſecond, ' 
WG - all that only knew thee, thou hadſt N 
Set up on every Poſt, to give thee notice 
Where any Difference was, and WhO were Parties; 
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The Little French Lawyer. 1231 


And as to ſaye the Charges of the Law, 


Poor Men ſeek Arbitrators, thou wert choſen 
By ſuch as knew thee not, to compound Quarrels : 
But thou wert {o delighted with the ſport, 


That if there were no 0 Cauſe, thou wouldſt make one, 


r be en thy elk This codly Callin 
Thos bat ellen 7 - 


owed five and gp fps Years, and ſtudy'd 


The Criticiſms of Contentions ; art thou 

In ſo few Hours Transform'd? certain this Night 

Thou haſt had ſtrange Dreams, or rather Vifions. 
Ger. Ves, Sir = 1 

J have ſeen Fools and Fighters chain'd together, 

And the Fighters had the U pper-hand, and whip'd firſt, 


The poor Sots laughing at em. What I have 1 


Ir skills not; what 1 will be is reſolv'd on. 

Din. Why, then you'll fight no more? 

Cler, Such is my purpoſe. 

Din. On no Occafion ? 

Cler. There you ſtagger me. 
Some kind of Wrongs there are, which Fleſh and Blood 
Cannot endure. ö 

Din. Thou wouldſt not willingly | FR 
Live a proteſted Coward, or be call'd one? 

Cler. W 

Din. Nor wouldſt thou take a Blow ? 

' Cler. Not from my Friend, tho' drunk, and from an 
I think much leſs. (Enemy, 

Din. There's ſome hope of thee left then; 


Wouldſt thou hear me behind my Back diſgrac'd? 


Cler. Do you think Lama Rogue? they that ſnould doi it 
Had better been born dumb. 

Din. Or in thy Preſence, 
See me o'er-charg'd with odds? 

Ger. I'd fall my ſelf firſt. 

Din. Would'ſt thou endure thy Miſtreſs 1 to be taken 


And thou ſit quiet? (from thee, 


Cler. There you touch my Honour, 
No Frenchman can endure that. 
Din. PI upon thee, 
* doſt thou talk of Peace then? that dare l ſuffer 


04 No- 


ords are but cd 1 
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T5 Nothing, or in thy ſelf, o or in in thy Friend, 
That is unmanly? 


Ger. That I grant, I cannot: 
But 11! not quarrel with this Gentleman n 
For wearing Stammel Breeches, or this Gameſter 
For playing a thouſand Pounds, that owes me 
For this Man's taking up a common Wench 
In Raggs, and louſie, then maintaining her 
Caroach'd in Cloth of Tiſſue, nor five hundred 
Of ſuch like Toys, that at no part concern me : 
Marry, where my Honour, or my Friend is queſtion'd, 
I have a Sword, and I think I may uſe it 
To the cutting of a Raſcal's Throat, or ſo, - 
Like a good Chriſtian. 
Din. Thou art of a fine Religion, 
And rather than we'll make a Schiſm in Friendſhip, 
I will be of it : But to be ſerious, 
Thou art acquainted with my tedious Loren 
To fair Lamira ? 
ier. Too well, Sir, ind remember | 
Your Preſents, Courtſhip, that's too good a name, 
Your Slave-like Services, your Morning Muſick; 
Your walking three Hours in the Rain at Midnight 
To ſee her at her Window, ſometimes laugh'd at, 
** Sometimes admitted, and vouchſaf'd to kiſs | 
Her Glove, her Skirt; nay, I have heard, her _—_— 
How then you Triumph' ? 
Here was Love forſooth. 
Din. Theſe Follies I deny hor, 
Such a contemptible thing my Dotage wade me, 
But my Reward for this 
Eler. As you deſerv'd, 
For he that makes a Goddeſs of a Puppet, 4 
| Merits no other Recompence. 7 | 
Din. This day, Friend, p "ET . 
For thou art ſo 1 1 : 
Cler. I am no Flatterer. | | | 
Din. This proud ingrateful the, is married to, 
Lame Champernel. 
Ger. I know bim, he has beg 


nothing; 


6ͤ J 4 
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The Little French Lawyer. 
Astall a Sea-man, and hasthriv'd as well by't, 
The loſs of a Leg and an Arm deducted, as any 
= ever put from Marſeilles: You are tame, 
——on't, it mads me; if it were my caſe, 
I ſhould kill all the Family. 

Din. Vet but now 
You did preach Patience. 

Cler, I then came from Confeſſion, 
And ' twas enjoin'd me three hours for a Penance, 
To be a peaceable Man, and to talk like one; 
But now, all elſe being pardon'd, I begin 


On a new Tally, foot do any thing, 
TIl ſecond you. 


Din. I would not willingly _ 
Makered my yet white Conſcience, yet I purpoſe 
In the open Street, as they come from the Temple, 

For this way they muſt paſs, to ſpeak my Wr ongs, | 
And do it boldly. * [Muſick plays. 

Cler. Were thy Tonguea Cannon, | 
I would ſtand by thee, Boy; they come, upon 'em. 
Din. Obſerve a little firſt, 

Quer. This is fine fidling. 


. / i 6 3 | Mis . 
Enter Vertaign, Champernel, Lamira, Nurſe, 
Beaupre, and Verdone. | 


8 ON G at the Wedding. 


1233 


Ome away, bring on the Bride, 
And place her by ber Lover's Side : 
Tou fair Troop of Maids attend her, 
Pure and holy Thoughts befriend her. 
Bluſh, and wiſh, you Virgins all, 

Many ſuch fair Nights may fall. 


CHORUS. 


Hymen, „ill the Houſe with joy, 

. All thy ſacred Fires employ: * 
' _ Bleſs the Bed with holy Love, 
Now fair Orb of Beauty move, 


Vour Daughter in a Husband, and aim'd more 


E ® Deſerve I your Contempt? My Houſe, and Honours, 


And not to praife my ſelf,” the City ranks me 


To worſe than Slavery, . 5 
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Din. Stand by, for I'll be heard. 
Vert. This is ſtrange rudeneſs, 
Din. "Tis Courtſhip, ballanced with Injuriesz 
You all look pale with Guilt, bur I will die ZE 
Your Cheeks with bluſhes, if in your ſear'd Veins 
There yet remain ſo much of honeſt Blood & 
To make the colour; firſt to ye my Lord, 


The Father of this Bride, whom you have ſent 


1 + es 25 8 © ih N * A — 4 1 
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Alive into her Grave. 
Champ. How? To her Grave ? 1 3 
Din. Be patient Sir, 'Il ſpeak of you anon: 

You that allow'd me liberal Acceſs, 

To make my way with ſervice, and approv'd of 

My Birth, my Perſon, Years, and no baſe Fortune: 

Youthat arerich, and but in this held wiſe too, 

That as a Father ſhould have look d upon 


At what her Youth and heat of Blood requir'd 

In la wful Pleaſures, than the parting from 
Your Crowns to pay her Dow'r : Youthat already 
Have one Footin the Grave, yet ſtudy Profit, 
As if you were aflur'd to live here eyer; | 
What poor end had you in this choice? In what 


At all parts equal yours, my Fame as fair, 


In the firſt file of her moſt hopeful Gentry: 

But Champernel is rich, and needs a Nurſe, 

And not your Gold: And add to that, he's old too, 
His whole Eſtate in likelyhood to deſcehd 
Upon your Family; here was Providence,  _- 
grant, but in a Nobleman baſe Thrift : 1 
N o Merchants, nay, noPirats, ſell for B. T 
Their Country-men, but you, a Gentleman, 
To fave a little Gold, have ſold your Daughter 


Cler. This was ſpoke home indeed. N 

Beau. Sir, I ſhall take ſome other time to tell you, 
That this harſh Language was delivered to a 
An ald Man, but my Father. 
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Din, At your pleaſure. 
Cler. Proceed in your Deſign, let me alone, 
To anſwer him, or any Man. 
Verd. You preſutne 
Too much upon your Name, but may be cozen'd. 
Din. But tor you, moſt unmindful of my Service, 


For now 1 rhay upbraid you, and with Honour, 
Since all is loſt z and yet I am a Gainer, 


In being deliver'd from a torment in you, 
For duch you muſt have been, you to whom Nature 
Gave with a liberal Hand moſt excellent Form, 
Your Education, Language, and Diſcourſe, 
And Judgment to diſtinguiſh, when you ſhall 
With fecling Sorrow underſtand how wretched 
And miſerable you have made your ſelf, 
And but your ſelf have nothing to accuſe, 
Can you with hope from wy beg Compaſſion? 
But you will ſay, you ſerv'd your Father's pleaſurc, 
Forgetting that unjuſt Commands of Parents 
Are not to be obey'd, or that you are Rich, 
And that to Wealth all Pleaſure elſe are Servants; 
Vet but conſider, how this Wealth was purchas'd, 
T will trouble the Poſſeſſion. 
Champ. You, Sir, know 
I got it, and with Hor our. 
Din. But from whom ? | 

Remember that, and how: You'll come indeed 
To Houſes bravely furniſh'd, but demanding . 
Where it was bought, this Soldier will not lic, 
But anſwer truly, this rich Cloth of Arras 

I made my prize in facha Ship, this Plate 
Was my Share in another theſe. fair Jewels, 
Coming aſhoar, I got in ſuch a Village,  (viſh'd; 
The Maid, or Matron kill'd, from whom they were ra- 
The Wines you drink are guilty too, for this, 
This Candy Wine, three Merchants were undone, 
Theſe Sackets break as many more: In brief, 
All you ſhall wear, or touch, or ſee, is purchas'd 
By lawleſs Force, and you but revel in 
The Tears and Groans of ſuch as were the Owners. 

| 1 1 Champ, 


«v3 
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Champ. Tis falſe, moſt baſely falſe. Oe 
Vert. Let Loſers talk. NN TIRE 
Din. Laſtly, thoſe Joys, thoſe beſt of Joys, which 
Freely beſtows on ſuch, that come to tye 
The facred Knot he bleſſes, won unto it 
By equal Love, and mutual Affection, 
Not blindly led with the defire of Riches, 
Moſt miſerable you ſhall never taſte of. 
This Marriage Night you'll meet a Widow's Bed, 
Or failing of thoſe Pleaſures all Brides look for, 
Sin in your Wiſh it were ſo. 
Champ. Thou art a Villain, 
A baſe, malicious Slanderer. 
Cler. Strike him. PS 
Din. No, he is not worth a blow. 
Champ. O that I had thee | 
In ſome cloſe Vault, thatonly would yield room 
| To me to uſe my Sword, to thee no hope 8 
To run away, I would make thee on thy;Knees 
Bite out the Tongue that wrong' d me. 
Vert. Pray you have patience. 
Lam. This day I am to be your Soveraign, 
Let me command you. . FR ; 
Champ. I am loſt with Rage, 
And know not what 1 am my ſelf, nor you: 
Away, dare ſuch as you, that love the ſmoak 
Of Peace, more than the fire of glorious War, 
And like unprofitable Drones, feed on 
Your Granſires Labours, that, as I am now, 


Were gathering Bees, and fill'd their Hive, this Country, 


With brave triumphant Spoils, cenſure our Actions? 
You object my Prizes to me; had you ſeen 
The horrour of a Sea-fight, with what danger 
I made them mine; the Fire I fearleſs tought in, 
And quench'ditin mine Enemies Blood, which ſtraight 
Linke Oil pour'dout on't, made it burn anew 3 

My Deck blown up, with noiſe enough to mock 
Ihe lowdeſt Thunder, and the deſperate Fools 
That boarded me, ſent, to defiethe Tempeſts 
That were againſt me, to the angry Sea, 


* 


Frighted 


_— 
"8 
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Frighted with Men thrown o'er: no Victory, 


= | , 
= But in deſpight of the four Elements, 

9 The Fire, the Air, the Sea, and Sands hid in it, 

1 To be atchiev'd, you would confeſs, poor Men, 
= Though hopeleſs, ſuch an honourable way 
1 To get or Wealth, or Honour, in your ſelves, 
9 He that through all theſe dreadful Paſſages 

Purſu'd and overtook them, unaffrighted, 
Deſerves Reward, and not to have it ſtil'd 
By the baſe Name of Theft. 

Din. This is the Courtſhip 

That you muſt look for, Madam. 
auer. T will do well, e 
1 When nothing can be done, to ſpend the Night with: 
"os Your Tongue 1s ſound good Lord, and I could wiſh 
"> For this young Lady's fake, this Leg, this Arm, 
4 And there is ſomething elſe, I will not name, 
- _Though'tis the only thing that muſt content her, 
3 2 Had the ſame vigour. | 
KL: Champ. You ſhall buy theſe Scoffs 
With your beſt Blood: Help me once noble Anger, 
Nay ſtir not, I alone muſt right my ſelf, af 
And with one Leg tranſport me, to correct 
_ Theſe ſcandalous Praters : O that noble Wounds [ Falls. 
ax Should hinder juſt Revenge? D'yc jear me too? 
. I got theſe, not as you do your Diſeaſes 

In Brothels, or with riotous abuſe 
Of Wine in Taverns; I have one Leg ſhot, 
One Arm diſabled, and am honour'd more, 
By loſing them, as I did, in the Face 
Of a brave Enemy, than if they were 
As when I put to Sea; you are Frenchmen only, 
In that you have been laid, and cur'd, go to: 

* You mock my Leg, but every Bone about you 
Makes you good Almanack-makers, to foretel 
What Weather we ſhall have. | 
--- Die. Put up your. Sword,..... 

Cler. Or turn it to a Crutch, there't may be uſcful, 
And live on the Relation to your Wife 
Of what a braye Man you were once, 


Din, 
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Din. And tell her 7 8 3 | 
| What a fine Virtue tis in a young Lady | TM 
To give an old Man Pap. - 
Luer. Or hire a Surgeon * 
To teach her to roul up your broken Limbs. 1 
Din. To make a Pulteſs, and endure the ſcent 1 
Of Oils, and naſty Plaſters. 4 
Burr. Fie, Sir, fie, 
' You that Favs ſtood all dangers of all kinds, 1 to 
Vield to a Rival's ſcoff? © 
Lam. Shed Tears u 
Your Wedding-day ? This is unmanly, Gentlemen, 
Champ. I 64 are Tears of Anger : O that I ſhould live £ 
To play the Woman thus! All pow'rful Heavy! n, 8 
Reſtore me, but one Hour, that Strength again, AF 
That T had once, to chaſtiſe in theſe Men — 
Their Follies, and ill Manners ; and that done, 
When you pleaſe, Pl yield up the Fort of Life, 9 
And do it gladly. 8 
Cler. We ha' the better of him, | 6 
We ha' made him cry. Wes 
Verd. Vou ſhall have fatisfa&tion. © 
And Iwill do it nobly, or diſclam me. oF 
Beaup. I ſay no more, you have a Brother, Sifter, N 
This is your Wedding-day, we are in the Street, FE 
And howſoever they for rpet t their Honour, "WM 
Iis fit I loſe not mine, by their example. = 
Vert. If there be Laws in Paris, loo loo © tO er = 
This inſolent Aﬀeront. 1 7 
Cher. You that live by them, _* 
Study em for Heav'ns Take; for my part I know not, 1 
Nor care not what they are. Is thro oagiralle , 
That you would ſay? 
Din, Nothing, I have my-ends. 
Lamira weeps, have ſaid too much 1 4 
So dearly once I loy'd' her, that T-cannot - 
Endure to ſee het Tears. Exo. Dinant an#Cleremont? = 
. Champ. See you perform it, = 
And do it like my Nephew. Perl. 25 Fail int, | - 
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The Little French Lawyer. 
W hat thou 4 array my Life, thou ſhalt not find 
I am decrepitz in my Love and Service, l 
I will be young, and conſtant; and believe me, 
For thou ſhalt find it true, in ſcorn of all 
The ſcandals theſe rude Men have thrown upon me, 
Ill meet thy Pleaſures with a young Man's ardour, 
And in all Circumſtances of a Hand 
Perform my part. 
Lam. Good Sir, I am your Servant, 
And 'tis too late now, if I did repent, 
(Which as IL am a Virgin yet, I do not) 
Io undo the knot, that by the Church is ty'd. 
Only I would beſeech ye, as you have 
A good Opinion of me, and my Virtues, | 
For ſo you have pleas'd to ſtile my innocent Weakneſs, 
That what hath paſs'd between Dinant and me, 
Or what now in your hearing he hath ſpoken, 
- Beget not doubts, or fears. 
- Champ. 1 apprehend you, _ 
> You think I will be jealous; as J hve 
; Thou art miſtaken, Sweet; ando-confirm it | 
> Diſcourſe with whom chou wilt, ride where thou wilt, 
= Feaſt whom thou wilt, as often us thou wilt, 
For I will have no other Guards upon thee 
Than thine owh Thoughts: 
Lam. Th uſe this liberty 
With moderation, Sir. 
Beaup. I am reſolv'd. 
Steal off, I'll follow you. 
Champ. Come, Sir, you droop; | 
"Till you find cauſe, which Tſhall never give, 
Diſlike not of your Son-in-law. 
, Pert. Sir, you teach me 
The Language I ſhould uſe; I am moſt happy 
In being ſo near you. | Exeunt Verdone, and Beaupre. 
Lam. O my fears! good Nurſe | 
Follow my Brother unobſery'd, and learn 
Which way he takes. 
<= _ MAn/e, I will be careful, Madam, [Ex Nurſe. 
=_ 95 5 Champ. 
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She being now married! 
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Champ. Between us Compliments are ſuperfluous, 
On, Gentlemen; th' Aﬀeront we have met here 
We'll think upon hereafter; twere unfit . 

To cheriſh any Thought to breed unreſt, 


Or to our ſelves, or to our Nuptial Feaſt. [Exeunt. 


Enter Dinant, an Cleremont. 
Cler. We ſhall have ſport, ne'er fear't. 
Din. What ſport, I prithee? 
_ Cler. Why we muſt fight, I know it, a and 1 forts 
It was apparent in the fiery Eye 
Of young Verdone, Beaupre look'd pale and ſhook too, 
Familiar ſigns of Anger. They are both brave Fellows 


Try'd and approv'd, and I am proud to encounter 
With Men, from whom no Honour can be loſt; 


They will play up to a Man, and ſet him off. 
Whene'er I go to the Field, Heav'n keep me from 
The meeting of an unfleſh'd Youth or Coward 
The firſt, to get a Name, comes on too hot, 
The Coward is ſo ſwift in giving ground, 
There is no overtaking him without 
A hunting Nag, well breath'd too. 

Din. All this while, | 


Lou ne'er think on the Danger. 


Cler. Why tis no more 


Than meeting of a dozen F riends at Supper, 


And drinking hard; Miſchief comes there unlook'd for 
Jam ſure as ſudden, and ftrikes home as een 
For this we are prepar d-. 3 

Din. Lamira loves 


Her Brother Beaupre dearly. 


Cler. What of that? 
Din. And ſhould he call me to an account a what 
But now 1 ſpake, nor can I with mine Honour . 


_ Recant my words, that little hope is left me, 


E'er to enjoy what . to Heav'n) 1 00g! lor, 


Is taken from me. 


Cler. Why what can pe hops for, 


Din. Oh my Cleremont, 
To en all Secrets of my Heart ve open, 
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And I reſt moſt ſecure that whatſoc'er 

I lock up there, is as a private Thought, | 
And will no farther wrong me. I am a Frenchman; 
And for the greater part we are born Courtiers, 
She is a Woman, and however yet 
No heat of Service had the power to melt 
Her frozen Chaſtity, time and opportunity 
May work her to my ends, I confeſs ill ones, 
1 And yet Imuſt purſue em: Now her Marriage; 
In probability, will no way hurt, 
But rather help me. 

Ger. Sits the wind there? Pray you tell me 
How far off dwells your Love from Luſt ? 
Din. Too near, | 
But prithee chide me not. 

Cler. Not I, go on, Boy, 

I have faults my ſelf, and will not reprehend 
A Crime Iam not free from: For her Marriage, 
l do eſteem it (and moſt Batchelors are 
Of my Opinion) as a fair protection, 

XZ To play the Wanton without loſs of Honour, 

Din. Would ſhe make ule of t ſo, I were moſt happy. 

* Cler. No more of this. Judge now, 
Whether I have the gift of Prophecy. 
5 Enter Beaupre, and Verdone. 
Beaup. Monſieur Dinant, hut 
I am glad to find you, Sir. 

== Dr. I am at your Service. „ 
Veoierd. Good Monſicur Cleremont, I have long wiſh'd 
To be known better to you. 6 

Jer. My deſires 
Embrace your wiſhes, Sir. 

Boeaup. Sir, I have ever * __ 

Eſteem d you truly noble, and profeſs 


We. 
* 


II ſhould have been moſt proud, to have had the Honour 
Io call you Brother, but my Father's pleaſure 
9 Deny'd that Happineſs. I know no Man lives, 
That can command his Paſſions, arid therefore 


Pare not condemn the late intemperate Language 
_— = | 


wou were pleas'd to ule to my Father and my diſte 75 : 
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He's old and ſhe, a Woman, I moſt ſorry 
My Honour does compel me to entreat you, | 
To do me'the favour, with your Sword to meet me 
A Mile without the City. 
Din. You much honour me 
In the demand, I'll gladly wait upon you. 
Beaup. O Sir you teach me what to ſay: The time? 
Din. With the next Sun, if you think fit. 
| Beaup. The Place? 3 ES 
Din. Near to the Vineyard Eaſtward from the City- 
Beaup. I like it well; this Gentleman if you pleaſe 
Will keep me company. Eo, 
. - Cir. That named ons. :.. : 
And in my Friend's behalf I will attend him. 
Verd. You ſhall not miſs my Service. 


Beaup. Good day, Gentlemen, ¶ Ex. Beaup. and Verd. 


Din. At your Commandment. 

Cler. Proud to be your Servants. 
I think there is no Nation under Heav'n 
That cut their Enemies Throats with Compliment, 
And ſuch fine Tricks as we do: If you bave 
Any few Prayers to fay, this Night you may 
Call 'em to mind and uſe em; for my ſelf, 
As have little to loſe, my care is leſs, 
So 'till to Morrow Morning I bequeath you 
To your Devotions; and thoſe paid, but uſe 
That noble Courage I have ſeen, and we 
Shall fight, as in a Caſtle. | 

Din. Thou art all Honour, SP 
Thy Reſolution would ſteel a Coward, 
And I molt fortunate in ſuch a Friend z 
All tenderneſs and nice reſpect of Woman 
Be now far from me, Reputation take 
A full poſſeſſion of my Heart, and prove 


- 


Honour the firſt place holds, the ſecond Love. [ Exeunt. 


F᷑nter Lamira, and Charlote. 
Lam. Sleeps my Lord ſtill, Charlozte? 
Char. Not to be wak'd. © . 


Ey your Ladiſhip's chearful looks I well perceive 
That this Night the good Lord hath been 


Ar 
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Alt an unuſual Service, and no wonder 5 
If he reſt after it. Lam. You are bol. 
Char. Your Creature, Madam, and when youare pleas'd 
Sadneſs to me's a Stranger; your good pardon 
If I ſpeak like a Fool, F rout have wiſht 
To have ta'en your place to Night, had bold Dinanr; 
our firſt and moſt obſequious Servant, taſted 
Thoſe Delicates, which by his Lethargy, 
As it appears, have cloy'd my Lord. 
Lam. No more. | [ 
Char.. I am ſilenc'd, Madam. 
Lam. Saw you my Nurſe this Morning? 

Char. No, Madam. 15 | 
Lam. I am full of fears. [ Knock within. 
Who's that? N | 

Char. She you enquir'd for. DIED 

A Lam. Bring her in, and leave me. [Exit Charlote. 
> Now Nurſe, what News? | 
Be po Enter Nurſe, 
Nurſe. O Lady, dreadful ones. 
They are to fight this Morning, there's no remedy, 
I faw my Lord your Brother, and Yerdone, 
Take Horſe as I came by. 
Lam, Where's Clerimont? | 
Nurſe. 1 met him too, and mounted. 5 
Lam. Where's Dinant? (trick, 
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5 Nurſe. There's all the hope, I have ſtaid him with a 
IK If I have done well ſo. 
5 Rl Lam. W hat trick? 
Murſe. I told him, 

oe 


Your Ladiſhip laid your Command upon him 
To attend you preſently; and to confirm it, 
Gave him the Ring he oft hath ſcen you wear, 
That you beſtow d on me: He waits without 
Diſguts'd, and if you have that power in him, 
As I preſume you have, it is in you 
To ſtay. or alter him. 5 
Lam. Have you learnt the Place 
Where they are to encounter? 1 
Nurſe. Yes, tis where Job's | 
35 ww | The 


2 


_ xo” " 
3 2 * 3 7 
8 Na 

5, 5 Sg ot SG, 
X 0 22 GS, 
TY , Lay 
* - N » . 


— 


1244 The Little French Lawyer, 
The Duke of Burgundy met Lewis th' Eleventh. 
Lam. Enough, Iwill reward thee liberally, Ex. Nurſe. 
Go bring him in: Full dear I loy'd Dinant. 
While it was lawful, but thoſe fires are quench'd, 
I being now another's Truth forgive me, 
And let Diſſimulation be no Crime, 
Though moſt unwillingly I put it on 
To guard a Brother's fatety. 
| Enter Dinant. 
Din. Now your pleaſure, 1 
Though ill you have deſerv'd it, you perceive . 
I am ſtill your Fool, and cannot but obey 
Whatever you command. 
Lam. You ſpeak, as if 1 
You did repent it, and *tis not worth my thanks then; 
Bur there has been a time, in which you would 
Receive this as a favour. yl | 
Din. Hope was left then 
Of Recompence. 
Lam. Why I am ſtill Lamira, 
And you Dinant, and 'tis yet in my power, 
I dare not ſay I'll put it into act, 8 
To reward your Love and Service. 
Din. There's ſome comfort. e | 
Lam. But think not that ſo low I prize my Fame, 
To give it up to any Man that refuſes : 
Fo buy it, or with danger of Performance 
Of what I ſhall enjoin him. e e 
Din. Name that Danger, 
Be it of what horrid ſhape ſoever, Lady, 
Which I will ſhrink at; only at this inſtant 
Be ſpeedy in't. J AO Tn 
Lam. I'll put you to the trial: 1 
You ſhall not fight to day; do you ſtart at that? 
Not with my Brother, I have heard your difference, 
Mine is no Helens Beauty to be purchas d 
With Blood, and ſo defended; it you look for * - 
Favours from me, deſerve them with Obedience, 
There's no way elſe to gain 'em. 
Din, You command | 


* 
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What with mine Honour I cannot obey 
Which lies at Pawn againſt it, and a Fricnd 
Equally dear as that, or Life, engag'd, 
Not for himſelf, but me. 
Lam. Why fooliſh Man, 

Dare you ſollicit me to ſerve your Luſt, 

In which not only I abuſe my Lord, 
My Father, and my Family, but write W hore, 
Though not upon my Forehead, in my Confcience, 
To be read hourly, and yet name your Honour? 
Yours ſuffers but in circumſtance; mine in ſubſtance. 
If you obey me, you part with ſome credir, 
From whom? the giddy Multitude: But Mankind 
Will cenſure me, and juſtly. 

Din. I will loſe, ; 

What molt I do defire, rather than hazard 
So dear a Friend, or write my ſelf a Coward, 

*Tis better be no Man. 

Lam. This will not do; | 
Why, I defire not you ſhould be a Coward, 
Nor do I weigh my Brother's Life with yours, 
Meet him, fight with him, do, and kill him fairly, 
Let me not ſuffer for you, I am careleſs. 

Din. Suffer for me? 

Lam. For you, my kindneſs to you 
Already beds me with a Strumpet's name. 
Din. O that I knew the Wretch! | 

Lam, I will not name him, 
Nor give you any Character to know him; 
But if you dare, and inftantiy ride forth 
At the Weſt Port of the City, and defend there 
My Reputation, againſt all you meet, | 
For two hours only, [11 not ſwear, Dinant, 
To ſatisfie, though ſure I think I ſhall, 
Whatever you deſire; if you deny this, 
Be deſperate, for willingly, by this Light, 
T'll never ſce thee more. 

Pin. Two hours, do you fay ? 

Lam. Only two hours. 

Din. 1 were no Gentleman, 


wy 


: 
: 
* 
7 
7 
* 
y 
- 
[5 
i 
v, 
, } 
= 
% 
4% 4 
»it 
3 . 
i , 
4 
z 
I 
i. 
"= 
E 15 
Cy . k 
* 4 
N 1 
K. 
" 
= 
1 
N 
\ 
WS 
is 
4 
'E 
q 
13 
il 
B 
ö 
_ 
: 
1 
3 
" 
1 
F 
E | 
7 
9 
1 
* 
7 
q 
1 
Y 
4 
1 
. 
28 
4 
b 
14 
in 
. 
* 
= 
. 
$5 4 
* > 
5 
14 
x 
. 
* 
=, 
4 
#4 
£ 
”" 3 
4 
[ 
4 
* 
= 


. 
Grew a e 
—_ —y— 2 * 
— — — 9; — A OR 


7 8 I | Shou!d 


- 
* P = L 4 ———— — 2 _ P 
p — 8 2 — — ol A 6 — . — r "4 a or JS Yo - — — A 
— — — a * P P —— —— 893 2 
. ww iT — 2 i 8 r ' 
n * 
o Oo 


Ve 0 — — 
FU 8 
—m— T — — EL.” 
Z — ů — — — 2 
8 r A K ˙ ——_— — — — 
e. 


— — 


— —— 


1246 The Little French Lawyer. 
Should I make ſcruple of it; this Bayour arms me, 
And boldly PII perform it. 

Lam. I am glad on't. | 
This will prevent their Meeting yet, and keep 
My Brother * which was the Mark I not at. Exit. 


Exit. 


— — 


—— | 


ACT u. A 


Enter Cleremont, as in the Field, 


cler. Am firſt i' th Field, thatHonour's gain d of our ſide, 


Pray Heav'n I may get off as honourably - 
The hour i is paſt, I wonder Dinant comes not, 


This is the Place, I cannot ſee him yet; | 

It'is his Quarrel 1 too that brought me hither, 

And I ne'er knew him yer, but to his Honour 

A firm and worthy Friend; yet I ſee nothing, 
Nor Horſe nor Man; *twould vex me to be left here, 
To th' mercy of two Swords, and two approv'd ones. 

I never knew him laſt. - 


Enter Beaupre, and Verdone. 
Beaup. You are well met, Cleremont. (Sir. 
Verd. You are a fair Gentleman, and love your Friend, 
W hart, are you ready ? the time has overta'en us. 
Beaup. And this, you know, the Place. 
ler. No Dinant yer? 


Beaup. We come not now to argue, but to do; 
We wait you, Sir. 


Cler. There's no time paſt yer, Gentlemen, 


We have Day enough: 1s't poſſible he comes not? 
You ſee I am ready here, and do but ſta 


Till my Friend come; walk but a turn or two, 
"Twill not be long. 


Verd. We came to fight. | 
Cler. Ve ſhall fight, 1 6.) 
And fight enough; but a ſhort turn or two; 


I think I ſee him, ſet up your watch, we'll fight by it. 
Beaup. That is not he; we will not be deluded. 


Ller. Am I bob'd thus? Pray take a "__ of Tobacco, | 
| Or 


* The Little French Lawyer. 1247 


Or fing but ſome new Air; by that time, Gentlemen 
Verd. Come draw your Sword, you know the Cuſtom 
Firſt come, firſt ſerv'd. (here, Sir, 
Ciler. Though it be held a Cuſtom, 
And practis'd fo, I do not hold it honeſt; 
What Honour can you both win on me ſingle? 
Beaup. Yield up your Sword then. 

Cler. Yield my Sword? that's Hebrew; 
I'll be firſt cut a pecies; hold but a while, 
I'll take the next that comes. 

Enter an old Gentleman. 

You are an old Gentleman? 

Gent. Yes indeed am I, Sir. 

Cler. And wear no Sword ? 

Gent. I need none, Sir. 

Cler. I would you did, and had one; 
I want now ſuch a fooliſh Courteſie. 
You fee theſe Gentlemen? | ; 

Gent. You want a Second. | 
In good Faith, Sir, I was never handſom at it, 
I would you had my Son, but he's in Laly, 
A proper Gentleman; you may do well, Gallants, 
If your Quarr-l be not capital, to have more Mercy, 
The Gentleman may do his Country 
dCler. Now | beſeech you, Sir, 
If you dare not fight, do not ſtay to beg my Pardon. 
There lies your way. 


Gent. Goo motrow, Gentlemen. Exit. 


Verd. Vou ſee your Fortune, 
You had better yield your Sword. 

Ger. Pray ye ſtay a lirtle. 

85 Enter two Gentlemen. ; 
Upon mine Honeſty, you ſhall be fought with; 
Well, Dinant, well; theſe wear Swords, and ſeem brave 
As you are Gentlemen, one of you ſupply me, (Fellows. 
want a Second now to meet theſe Gallants, | 
You know what Honour is. 

1 Gent. Sir, you mult pardon us, 

Wie go about the ſame work, you are ready for; 


And muſt fight preſently, elſe we were your Servants. _ 
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2 Gent. God ſpeed you, and good day. [Exit Gent, 
Cler. Am I thus Colted? 


Beaup. Come, either yield- 
Cler. As you are honeſt Gentlemen, 
Stay but the next, and then I'll rake my Fortune, . 
And if 1 fight not like a Man F y Dinant, | 
Cold now and treacherous. 
Enter Monſieur La- writ, within. , 
La-writ. I underſtand your Cauſes. 
Yours about Corn, yours about Pins and Glaſſes, - 
Will you make me mad, have ] not all the Parcels? 
And his Petition too, about Bel'-trounding!? _ 
8. nd in your Witneſſes, what will you have me do? 
Vill you have mebreak my Heart? my Brains are melted; 
And tell your Maſter, as I am a Gentleman, 
His Cauſe ſhall be the firſt; commend me to your Miſtreſs, 
And ell her, if there be an extraordinary Feather, 
And tall enough for her------I ſhall diſpatch you too, 
I know your Cauſe, for tranſporting of Farthingales; 
Trouble me no more, I ſay again to you, 
No more Vexation: Bid my Wife ſend me ſome Puddings; 


I have a Cauſe to run through, requires Puddings, 
Puddings enough. Re | 


Cler. God ſpecd you, Sir. 
Beaup. Would he would rake this Fellow. 
Verd. A rare Youth. | 
Cler. If you be not haſty, Sir. 
by 1 Yes, I am haſty, 


Exceeding haſty, Sir, Iam going to the Parliament, 
You underſtand this Bag, if you have any Buſineſs 
Depending there, be ſhort, and let me hear it, 0 
And pay your Fees. 

Cler. Faith, Sir, I have a Buſnehs, 
Pur It depends upon no Parliament. ' 

La- writ. I have no skill in't then. 

Chr. muſt deſire you, 

Tis a Sword. matter, Sir. 

La-writ. 1 am no Cutler, 
Tam an Advocate, Sir. | 


_ ow: How the thing looks? 
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Verd. When he brings him to fight. 
- Cler, Be not ſo haſty, : | + .-* 
You wear a good Sword, 
La-writ. IJ know not that, 
I never drew it yet, or whether it be a Sword 
Cler. I muſt entreat you try, Sir, and bear a part 
Againſt theſe, Gentlemen, I want a Second; 
Ye ſeem a Man, and 'tis a noble Office. 
La- writ. I am a Lawyer, Sir, I am no Fighter. 
Cler. You that breed Quarrels, Sir, know belt to ſatisfie. 
Beaup. This is ſome ſport yet. 
Verd. If this Fellow thould fight. | (Coward, 
_ La-writ. And for any thing I know, I am an arrant 
Do not truſt me, I think I am a Coward. 8 
Cler. Try, try, you are miſtaken: Walk on Gentlemen, 
The Man ſhall follow preſently. 
La-writ. Arc ye mad, Gentleman ? 
My Buſineſs is within this half hour. 
Cler. That's all one, b 
We'll diſpatch within this quarter, there in that Bottom, 
Tis moſt convenient, Gentlemen. 
9465 oþ Well, we'll wait, Sir. 
Ferd. 


ro 


Why this will bea comick 


Fight, you'll follow. 
La-writ. As I am a true Man, I cannot fight. 


[Exit Beaupre, Verdone. 
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Cler. Away, away, 8 
I know you can: I like your Modeſty, | 
I know you will fight, and fo fight, with ſuch Metal, 
And with ſuch Judgement meet your Enemy's Fury; 
I fee it in your Eye, Sir. 
La-writ. I'll be hang'd then; (ting. 
And I charge you in the King's Name, name no more figh- 
Cler. 1 charge you in the King's Name, play the Man, 
Which if you do not 1 begin with you, 
I'll make you dance, do you ſee your Fiddleſtick? 
Sweet Advocate thou ſhalt fight. | 
La- rit. Stand farther, Gentleman, 
Or Fl give you ſuch a Duſt o'th* Chaps 
. . - Gler. Spoke bravely... ..-.... | 
And like thy ſelf, a noble Advocate: 


| 
h 
lf 


Be ſuch a Coxcomb to prove valiant now—— 


For I ſhall ne'er leave quarrelling. 
How long muſt we fight? for I cannot ſtay, 


La. rit. Now I'll put my Hat up, 


* 
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Come to thy Tools. 
La-writ. | do not ſay I'Il fight. 
Cler. I ſay thou ſhalr, and bravely. Ke 
La- writ. If Ido fight; a 
J fay, if I do, but do not depend upon't, 
Ant yet I have a fooliſh Itch upon me, 
What ſhall become of my Writings? 
Cler. Let 'em lye by, 
They will not run away, Man. 
La- writ. IJ may be kill'd too, 
And where are all my Cauſes then? my Buſineſs? 
J will not fight, I cannot fight, my Cauſe 
Cler. Thou ſhalt fight, if thou hadſt a thouſand Cauſes, 
Thou art a Man to fight for any Cauſe, A 
And carry it with Honour. 
La-writ. Hum, ſay you ſo? if I ſhould 
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Cler. I know thou art moſt valiant. 
La- writ. Do you think o ? 
I am undone for ever, if it prove ſo, 
I tell you that, my honeſt Friend, for ever; 


Nor will not ſtay, I have Buſineſs. 
ier. We'll do't in a minute, in a moment. (Belly, 
La-writ. Here will J hang my Bag then, it may ſave my 
I never loy'd cold Iron there. . * 
Cler. Vou do wiſely. (ly, quickly, 
La-writ. Help me to pluck my Sword out then, quick- 
»Thas not ſeen Sun theſe ten Years. 1 4 
Cler. How it grumbles? 


This Sword is vengeance Angry. 


And ſaw my Prayers as I go; away Boy, | 

If I be kill'd remember the little Lawyer. [ Exennt. 
„ Enter Beaupre. (Raſcal, 

Beaup. They are both come on, that may be a ſtubborn 
Take you thar dd Hen on ig at's 

1 Enter La- writ. 

I'll ſtay here, fight bravely. 
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La. rit. To't chearfully my Boys, you'll let's have fair 


None of your foyning Tricks. (play, 


Beaup. Come forward Monſieur z | Fight. 
W hat haſt thou there ? a Pudding in thy Belly? 
I ſhall ſee what it holds. 

La- writ. Put your Spoon home then: 


N ay, ſince I muſt fight, have at you without Wit, Sir - 
God- a- mercy Bag. Beaup. Nothing but Bumbaſt in ye? 


The Rogue winks and fights. 
La-writ. Now your fine fencing, Sir: 
| [Beaup. loſes his Sword, La-writ treads on it. 
Stand off, thou dieſt on point elſe, | 
T have it, I haye it: Yet further off: 
I have his'Sword. Cler. 'Then keep it, be ſure you keep 


La-writ. I'll put it in my Mouth elſe, ; 


Stand further oft yet, and ſtand quietly, ' 
And look another way, or I'll be with you: 
Is this all? Pl undertake within theſe two days 
To furniſh any Cutler in this Kingdom. 
Beaup. Pox, what Fortune's this? Diſarm'd by a Pup- 
A Snail'? a Dog? | ESRC 6 2. 
La-writ. No more o' theſe Words, Gentleman, 


Sweet Gentleman no more, do not provoke me; 


Go walk !th* Horſe-fair, whiſtle Gentleman 


. 


What muſt I do now? 


Enter Cleremont, purſued by Verdone. 
Cler. Help me, I am almoſt Breathlcſs, _ (Sir. 
La-writ. Withall my Heart, there's a cold Pye for you, 
Cler. Thou ſtrik'ſt me, Fool. „ 

La- writ. Thou Fool, ſtand further off then, 
Deliver, deliver. 
Cler. Hold faſt. 
La- writ. I never fail in't. , 
He ſtrikes up the other's Heels, and takes his Sword too 


There's twelve Pence, go buy you two leaden Daggers. 


Have I done well? Cler, Moſt like a Gentleman. 
 Beaup. And we two baſely loſt. 
_ Vid. Tis but a Fortune. 


We ſhall yet find an hour, [Ex, Bcaup. and Verd. ſad. 


La- Writ . 


Cher, 1 ſhall be glad on't. 
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La- writ. Where's my Cloak, and my Trinkets? 
Or will you fight any longer, for a craſh or two? 
Cler. I am your noble Friend, Sir. 
La- writ. It may beſo. 
Cler. What Honour ſhall I do you, 4 
For this great Courteſie? = 
La-writ. All I defire of ye, more on t, 
Is to take the Quarrel to your ſelf, and let me hear no 
I have no liking to't, tis a fooliſh matter, | 
And help me to put up my Sword. 
Cler. Moſt willingly. 3 
| But I am bound to gratifie you, and I muſt not leaye you. 
= La- rit. I tell you, I will not be gratified, 1 
Nor I will hear no more on't: Take the Swords too, 
And do not anger me but leave me quietly. Tt. 
i For the matter of Honour, tis at your own diſpoſure, 
PPP Exit La-writ. 
Cler. This is a moſt rare Lawyer: „„ 
T am ſure moſt valiant. Well Dinant, as you fatisfie me, 
I ſay no more: I am loaden like an Armorer. [Exit Cler. 
Enter Dinant. PLS 
Din. To be diſpatcht upon a ſleeveleſs Errand ? 
To loave my Friend engag'd, mine Honour tainted ? 
Theſe are trim Things. I am ſet here like a Perdue, 
To watch a Fellow that has wrong'd my Miſtreſs, 
A ſurvy Fellow that muſt paſs this way, 
But what this ſcurvy Fellow is, or whence, 
Or whether his name be William, or John, 
Or Anthony, or Dick, or any thing, I know not; 
A ſcurvy raſcally Fellow I muſt aim at, 
And there's the Office of an Aſs flung on me. 
Suze Cleremont has fought, but how come off. 
And what the World ſhall think of me hereafter: _ 
Well, Woman, Woman, I muſt look your Raſcals, 
And loſe my Reputation: Ye have a fine power over us. 
Theſe two long hours I have trotted here, and curiouſly 
Survey'd all Goers by, yet find noRaſcal, 8 80 
Nor any Face to quarrel with: n 
U La-writ figs within, then Enters. 
What's that? _ pb eee 5 
This is a raſcally Voice, fure it comes this way, 
5 eee | » La-writ, 
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La- writ. He ſtrook ſo hard, the Baſon broke, 

And Tarquin heard the Sound. 
Din. What Maſter-thing is this? let me ſurvey it. 
La-writ. And then he ſtrodk his Neck in two. 

Din. This may be a Raſcal, but 'tis a mad Raſcal, 

What an Alphabet of Faces he puts on? 

Hey how it fences? if this ſhould be the Rogue, 

As tis the likelieſt Rogue I ſee this Day 1 

La- writ. Was ever Man for Ladies ſake? down, down. 
Di. And what are you goodSir*down,down,down,down. 
La- writ. What's that to you good Sir? down, down. 
Din. A pox on you good Sir, down, down, down, 

You with your Buckram Bag, what make you here? (now. 

And from whence come you? | could fight with myShadow 
La-wr.Thou fierce Man that like Sir Lancelot doſt appear, 

I need not tell thee what Iam, nor eke what I make tory 

Din. This is a precious Knave ſtay, ſtay, good Triſtram, 

And let me ask thy Mightineſs a Queſtion it 
Did ye never abuſe a Lady? oa | 

' La-writ. Not; to abule a Lady, is very hard, Sir. 
Din. Say you ſo, Sir? 

Didſt thou never abuſe her Honour? 

La- writ. Not; to abuſe her Honour, is impoſlible. 

Din. Certain this is the Raſcal :: What's thy Name? 
La-writ. Ny name is Cock & two, uſe me reſpectively, 

I will be Cock of three elſe. Din. What's all this? 

You fay, you did abuſe a Lady. La-writ. You lie. 
Din. And that you wrong'd her Honour. 

 La-writ, That's two Lies, 

Speak ſuddenly, for I am full of Buſineſs. (gooſe, 

Din. What art thou, or what canſt thou be, thou Pea- 


That darſt give me the Lie thus? thou mak'ſt me wonder. 


La-writ. And wonder on, till time make all things plain. 
Din. Vou muſt not part ſo, Sir; art thou a Gentl 
La- writ. Ask thoſe upon whoſe Ruins I am mounted. 
Din. This is ſome Cavalero Knight o'th' Sun. 
La-writ. I tell thee I am as good a Gentleman as the 
I have atchiey'd go follow thy Buſineſs. Duke; 
Din. But for this Lady, Sir Te 
La-writ, Why, hang this Lady, Sir, (Ladies? 
And the Lady Mother too, Sir, what havel to do 2 
| ale 


eman ? 


\ 
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I will ſo ſwinge you for this Blaſphemy 


And though I never heard of her, a deboſhed Lady, 


La- urit. J am ſorry for't, I am ſure I'll ſtay no longer 


Can be allay'd with Words? 
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C 
ier. Tis the little Lawyer's Voice: Has he got my way? 
It ſhould be hereabouts. 
Din. Ye dry Bisket Rogue, 


N 
- 


Have I found you out? 


Cler. That ſhould be Dinaut's Tongue too. (celot 2%. 

La- writ. And I defie thee do thy worlt : Oh» quoth Lan- 
And that thou ſhalt know, Iam a true Gentleman, 
And ſpeak according to the Phraſe triumphant ; . 
Thy Lady is a ſcurvy Lady, and a ſhitten Lady, 


And thou a Squire of low degree; will that content thee ? 

Doſt thou way-lay me with Ladies ? A pretty Sword, Sir, 

A very pretty Sword, I have a great mind to't. = | 
Din. You ſhall not loſe your longing, Rogue. 
Cler. Hold, hold. PN 

Hold Dinant, as thou art a Gentleman. | 
La-writ. As much as you will, my Hand is in now. 

 Cler.lam your Friend, Sir: Dinant, you draw your Sword 

Upon the 6 preſerv'd your Honour: 

This was my Second, and did back me nobly; 

For ſhame forbear. | 5 V 
Din. 1 1 Mercy, Sir, and am your Servant now. 
La- writ. May we not fight then? e 
Cler. ] am ſure you ſhall not now. e, Chen 


Not a Jot longer: Are there any more on ye afore? 
[ will fing ſtilf, Sir. [Exit La-writ, ſinging. 
Din. I look now you ſhould chide me, and 'tis fit, 

And with much bitterneſs expreſs your Anger, 

I have deſerv'd: Yet when you know) 
. Cler. I thank ye, | N | 
Do you think that the wrong you have offer d me, 

The moſt unmanly wrong, unfriendly wrong 
Din. I do confeſs------- N A 
Cler. That Boyiſn Slight - 
Dix. Not io, M ĩðͤ | 
er. Thar poor and baſe renouncing of your Honour, 


2 


N Din. 
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Din. I give you way ſtill. (part, 

Cler. Colour d with ſmooth Excuſes? Was it a Friend's 

A Gentleman's, a Man's that wears a Sword, 

And ſtands upon the point of Reputation, 

To hide his Head then, when his Honour call'd him; 

Call'd him aloud, and led him to his Fortune ? 

To halt and ſlip the Collar? By my Life, 

I wou'd have giv'n my Life I had never known thee, 

Thou haſt caten Canker-like into my Judgement 

With this diſgrace, thy whole Lite cannor heal again. 

Din. This I can ſuffer too, I find it honeſt. 

cler. Can you pretend an excuſe now may abſolve you, 

Or any thing like honeſt, to bring you off? 

Ingage me like an Als? _ 

Dm. Will you but hear me? 

Cler. Expoſe me like a Jade to tug, and hale through, 

Laugh'd at, and almoſt hooted? your Diſgraces 

Invite Mens Swords and Angers to diſpatch me. 

Din. If you will be patient. (Friend, 

Cler. And be abus'd till: But that I have call'd thee 

And to that Name allow a Sanctuary, 

You ſhould hear further from me, I would not talk thus: 

But henceforth ſtand upon your own Bottom, Sir, 

And bear your own abuſes, I ſcorn my Sword 

Should travel in fo poor and empty Quarrels. 

Din. Ha' you done yet? take your wholc ſwing of An- 

I'll bear all with content. (ger, 
Cler. Why were you abſent? 

Din. You know I am no Coward, you have ſeen that, 

And therefore, out of Fcar forſook you not: 

You know I am not falſe, of a treacherous Nature, 

Apt to betray my Friend, I have fought for you too; 

You know no buſineſs, that concern'd my Stute; 

My Kindred, or my Life. 

cler. Where was the Fault then? 

Din. The Honour of that Lady J adore, 


\ 


And with what haſte. 

Cler. W hat was he that traduc'd? | | 
Din. The Man i'th' —— I think, Sas was ſent, 
But to what 2 Enter 


E - oor ; 


Her Credit, and her Name: Ye know hc ſent for me, 


1 


— 
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: Euter old Lady. 
Cler. This is a pretty Flim-flam. BE 
Old Lady. I am oh. have met you, Sis, I have been 
And ſecking every where. ({eeking, 
Cler. And now you have found him, $23 
Declare what buſineſs, our Ambaſſador. (my Lady. 
Old Lady. What's that to ye, good Man flouter? O Sir, 
Din. Prethee no more of thy Lady, I have too much 
Cler. Let me have a little, ſpeak to me. (on't. 
Old Lady. To you, Sir? ö ET 
Tis more than time: All occaſions ſet aſide, Sir, 
Or whatſoever may be thought-a Buſineſs 
Din. What then? 
Old Lady. Repair to me within this hour. ; 
Cler. Where? | (Fare ſent for. 
Old Lady. What's that to you? come you, Sir, when 
Cler. God-a-mercy Mumpſimnus, ff 
You may go Dinant, and follow this old Fairy, "R 
Till you have loft your ſelf, your Friends, your Credit, 
And hunt away your Youth in rare Adventures, 
I can but grieve I have known you. * _ 
Old Lady. Will ye go, Sir? „ 
I come not often to you with theſe Bleſſings, 
You may believe that thing there, and repent it, 
That dogged thing. | 
Cler. Peace Touchwood. 
Din. I will not go : Baka 
Go bid your Lady ſeek ſome Fool to fawn on her, 
Some unexperienc'd Puppy to make ſport with, 
I have been her Mirth too long; thus I ſhake from me 
The Fetters ſhe put on, thus her Enchantments 
I blow away like Wind, no more her Beauty 
Old Lady. Take heed, Sir, what you ſay. 
Cler. Go forward, Dinant. . 
Din. The Charms ſhot from her Eyes 
Old Lady. Be wiſe. KS 
Cler. Be valiant. 8 (ctions 
Din. That Tongue that tells fair Tales to Mens deſtru- 
Shall never rack me more. | 


. O Lady. Stay there. Cler. Go forward. 


Din. 
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Din. I will now hear her, ſee her as a Woman; 
Survey her, and the Power Man' has allow'd, Sir; 

As I would do the Courſe of common things; 
Unmoy*d, unſtruck. Ty 

Cler. Hold there, and I forgive thee. 

Din. She is not fair, and that that makes her proud, 
Is not her own, our Eyes beſtow it on her; 

To touch and kiſs her is no Bleſſedneſs, 

A Sun-burnt Erbiop's Lip's as ſoft as hers. 

Go, bid her ſtick ſome other Triumph up, 

And take into her Favour ſome dull Fool, 

That has no precious Time to loſe, no Friends, 

No Honour, nor no Life; like a bold Merchant, 

A bold and Bankrupt Man, I have ventur'd all cheſe, 
And ſplit my Bottom; return this anſwer to her, 

I am awake again and ſec her Miſchiefs, 

And am not now on every idle Errand, 

And new coyn'd Anger, to be hurried, 

And then deſpis'd again; I have forgot her. 

Cler. If this be true— bg 

Old La. I am forry I have troubled you; 

More ſorry that my Lady has adventur'd 


— 


This Hour you have refus'd, that when you come to 
Will run you mad, and make you curſe that Fellow 3 
She is not fair, nor handſome, fo 1 leave you. | 
Cler. Stay, Lady, ſtay, but is there ſuch a Buſineſs? 
Old La. You would break your Neck, 'twere yours. 
Cler. My Back, you would fay. 3 
Old La. But play the Friend's part ſtill, Sir, and undo 
J.. (him, 
Din. I have ſpoke too liberally. e 
Old La. ſhall deliver what you ſay. 

Cler. You ſhall be hang'd firſt, En. 8 

Vou would fain be Prating now; take the Man with you. 
Old La. Not I, I have no Power. 

Jer. You may go, Dinant. 5 | 
. Od La. Tis in's own Will, Thad no further charge, Sir, 
* Than to tell him what I did, which if I had thought 
nl ſhou'd have been receiv'd fo—— 


* 
— 2 1 
. A ed 


So great a Favour in ſo weak a Mind: (know it, 
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Cler. Faith you may, | 
You do not know how far it may concern you. 
If I perceiv'd any Trick in't. 

Din. 'T will end there. 

Cler. Tis my fault then, there is an Hour in Fortune, 
That muſt be ſtill obferv'd : You think I' chide you, 
When things muſtbe; nay, ſee, an he will hold his Head 
Would ſuch a Lady ſend with ſuch a charge too? (up? 
Say the has plaid the tool, play the fool with her again, 
The great Fool, the greater ſtill the better. . 
He ſhall go with you, Woman. 

Old La. As it pleaſe him, 

I know the way alone elſe. 
Din. Where is your Lady ? | 
Old Le. I ſhall direct you quickly. 

Din. Well, I'll go, | 
But what her Wrongs will give me leave to fay. (you. 

Cler. We'll leave that to your ſelves : I ſhall hear from 

Din. As ſoon as I come off ———— 

Cler. Come on then bravely ; 

Farewel till then, and play the Man. 

Din. You are merry; © 
All I expect is Scorn: I'll lead you, Lady. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


ACTTW-SCENE 1 


Enter Champernel, Lamira, Beaupre, Verdone, 
74 and Charlotte. 
Bearp. W E'll venture on him. (me no more. 
Cham. Out of my Doors I charge these, ſee 
Lam. Your Nephew? | 
Cham. I diſclaim him, | 
He has no part in me, nor in my Blood, | 
My Brother that kept Fortune bound, and left 
Conqueſt Hereditary to hi; Iſſue, 
Could not beget a Coward. 
Ver. I tought, Sir, 
Like a good Fellow, and a Soldier too, = 
ut 
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But Men are Men, and cannot make their Fates : 
Aſcribe you to my Father what you pleaſe. 

I am born to ſuffer. 

1 Cham. All Diſgraces, Wretch. 

x Lam. Good Sir, be patient. 
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Y Cham. Was there no Tree, 

A (For to fall by a noble Enemy's Sword, 

1 A Coward is unworthy) nor no River, 

4 To force thy Life out backward, or to drown it 
But that thou muſt ſurvive thy Infamy ? 


And kill me with the ſight of one 1 hate, 
And gladly would forget? 

Beaup. Sir, his Misfortune 
Deſerves not this Reproof. 

Cham. In your Opinion, 

*Tis fit you two ſhould be of one Relief, 

You are indeed fine Gallants, and fight bravely 

I'th' City with your Tongues, but in the Field 

Have neither Spirit to dare, nor Power to do, 

Your Swords are all Lead there. | 

Beaup. I know no Duty, 
(However you may wreak your Spleen on him,) 
That binds me to endure this. 
Cham. From Dinant 

You'll ſuffer more; that ever curſed I, 

Should give my Honour up, to the defence 

Of ſuch a thing as he is; or my Lady, 

Thar is all Innocent, for whom a Dove would 

Aſſume the Courage of adaring Eagle, 

Repoſe her Confidence in one that can 

No better guard her. In contempt of you 

I love Dinant, mine Enemy, nay admire him, 

His Valour claims it from me, and with Juſtice, 

He that could fight thus, in a Cauſe not honeſt, 
His Sword edg'd with defence of Right and Honour, 
Would pierce as deep as Lightning, with that ſpeed too, 

And kill as deadly. — 

Verd. You are as far from Juſtice, 
In him you praiſe, as Equity in the cenſure 
You load me with, | 
Ws Beaup 
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Beaup. Dinant? He durſt not meet us. 
Lam. How? Durſt not, Brother? 
Beaup. Durſt nor, I repeat it. 

Verd. Nor was it Cleremon?'s Valour that diſarm'd us, 

I had the better of him; for Dinant, 

If that might make my Peace with you, I dare 

Write him a Coward upon every Poſt, 

And with the hazard of my Life defend 8 
Lan. If 'twere laid at the Stake you'd loſe it, Nephew. 
Cham. Came he not, ſay you? 

erdl. No, but in his room 

There was a Devil, hir'd from ſome Magician | 

I'th* ſhape of an Attorney. ; : 
Beaup. Twas he did it. 

Verd. And bis the Honour. 
Beau. I could with Dinant 
But what talk I of one that ſtept aſide, 

And durſt not come? 

Lam. I am ſuch a Friend to Truth, 

I cannot hear this: Why do you detract 
Thus poorly (I ſhould 8 to others, baſely) 
From one of ſuch 2 ar Worth? 
Cham. Ha! How's this? 
Lam. From one ſo excellent in all that's Noble, 
W hoſe only Weakneſs is exceſs of Courage? 
That knows no Enemies, that he cannot maſter, 
Bur his AﬀeCtions, and in them, the worſt 
His love to me. 
Cham. To you? 
Lam. Yes, Sir, to me, 
I dare (for what is that which Innocence dares not) 
To ycu profeſs it; and he ſhun'd not the Combat 
For fear or doubt of theſe : Bluſh and repent, 
That you in Thought cer did that Weg to Valour. 
Beaup. Why, this is rare 
Cham. Fore Heav'n, exceeding rare; 
Why modeſt Lady, * thar ſing ſuch Encomiums 
Of your firſt Suiter— — 
Verd. How can ye convince us 
In your Reports? 
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Lam. With what you cannot anſwer, 

Twas my Command that ſtaid him. 
Cham. Your Command? | (Power, 
Lam. Mine, Sir, and had my Will rank'd with my 

And his Obedience, I could have ſent him 

With more eaſe, weaponleſs to you, and bound, 


Than have kept him back, ſo well he loves his Honour 


Beyond his Lite. 
Cham. Better and better ſtill. | 
Lam, I wrought with him in private, to divert him 
From your aſſur d Deſtruction, had he met you. 
ebam. In private? | | 
Lam. Yes, and us'd all Arts, all Charms 


Of one that knew her ſelf the abſolute Miſtreſs 
Of all his Faculties. 


Cham. Gave all Rewards too 
His Service could deſerve; did not he take 
The meaſure of my Sheets? 

Lam. Do not look Yellow, 

I have cauſe to ſpeak; Frowns cannot fright me. 

By all my Hopes, as I am ſpotleſs to you, 

If I reſt once afſur'd you do but doubt me, 

Or curb me of that freedom you once gave me— 
Cham. What then? 
Lam. I'll not alone abuſe your Bed, that's nothing, 

But to your more Vexation, tis reſolv'd on, | 

I'll run away, and then try if Dinant 

Have Courage to defend me. 

Cham. Impudent ! 
Verd. And on the ſudden - 
Beaup. How are ye transform'd 

From what you were ? 

Lam. I was an Innocent Virgin, 

And I can truly ſwear, a Wife as pure 

As ever lay by Husband, and will die ſo, 

Let me live unſuſpected, I am no Servant, 

Nor will be us'd like one: If you deſire 

To keep me conſtant as I would be, let 

Truſt and Belief in you beget and nurſe it; 

Unneceſſary Jealouſies make more Whores 
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Than all Baits elſe laid to entrap our Frailties. 
Beaup. There's no conteſting with her, from a Child 
Once mov'd, ſhe hardly was to be appeas'd, 
Yet I dare {wear her honeſt. 
Cham. So I think too, 
On better judgment: I am no Italian, 
To lock her up: Nor would I be a Dutchman, | 
To have my Wife my Soveraign, to command me- 
I'll try the gentler way, but if that fail, AM 
Believe it, Sir, there's nothing but extreams K 
Which ſhe mult feel from me. | 
Beaup. That as you pleaſe, Sir. (ſweerly, 
Char, Nou have won the Breeches, Madam, look up 
My Lord limps toward you. T2 : 
Lam. You will learn more Manners. 
ar. This is a Fee, for Counſel that's unask'd for. 


Cham. Come, I miſtook thee, Sweet, prithee forgive me, 
I never will be Jealous: E'er I cheriſh 


Such a mechanick Humour, I'll be nothing; 


PI ſay, Dinant is all that thou would'ſt have him, 
Will that ſuffice? 


Lam. Tis well, Sir. 

Cham. Uſe thy freedom 
Uncheck' d, and unobſerv'd, if thou wilt have it, 
Theſe ſhill forget their Honour, I my Wrongs. 


We'll all dote on him, Hell be my Reward 
If I diſſemble. 


Lam. And that Hell take me 
If I affect him, he's a luſtful Villain, 
But yet no Coward, and ſollicits me 
To my Diſhonour, that's indeed a Quarrel, 
- And truly mine, which I will fo revenge, 


As it ſhall fright ſuch as dare only think 
'To be Adulterers. | | 


Cham. Uſe thine own ways, 
I give up all to thee. : 
Beaup. OWonen, Women! 
When you are pleas d vou are the leaſt of Evilss. 
Verd. IU rhime tot; But provok'd, the worſt of Devils. 
e ¶Exeunt. 
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Enter Monſieur Sampſon, and three Clients, 

Samp. I know Monſieur La-wriz. 
1 Cli. Would he knew himſelf, Sir. 
Samp. He was a pretty Lawyer, a kind of pretty Lawyer, 
Of a kind of unable thing. | 

2 Cli. A fine Lawyer, Sir, 
And would have firk'd you up a buſineſs, 
And out of this Court into that. 

Samp. Ve are too forward 
Not ſo fine my Friends, ſomething he could have done, 
Bur ſhort, ſhort. 
1 Ci. I know your Worſhip's Favour, 


You are Nephew to the Judge, Sir. 


Samp. It may be ſo, h (Friends 
And ſomething may be done, without trotting i'th' Dirt, 
It may be I can take him in his Chamber, 

And have an hours talk, it may be fo, 


And tell him that in's Ear; there are ſuch courteſies; 


I will not ſay, I can. 
3 Cli. We know you ean, Sir. (La-writ? 
Samp. Peradventureay, peradventure no: But where's 

Where's your ſufficient Lawyer? | e 
1 dli. He's blown up, Sir. 7 
2 Cli. Run mad, and quarrels with the Dog he meets; 

He is no Lawyer of this World now, 

Samp-. Your Reaſon? 
Is he Defunct? Is he Dead? 
2 Cli. No he's not dead yet, Sir; 

But 1 would be loth to take a leaſe on's Life for two hours: 

Alas, he is poſſeſt, Sir, with the Spirit of Fighting, 

And quarrels with all People; but how he came toit — 
Samp. If he fight well and like a Gentleman, 

The Man may fight, for tis a lawful Calling. 

Look ycumy Friends, I am a civil Gentleman, 


And my Lord my Uncle loves me. 


3 Chi, We all know it, Sir. ET (buſineſs, 
Samp. I think he does, Sir, I have buſineſs too, much 
Turn you ſome forty. or fifty Cauſes in a Week 
Yet when I get an hour of vacancy, 
I can fight too, my Friends, a little does well, 


5 


C4 {# 


| 
' 
| 
g 
1 
| 
| 
* 
i 
ö 
4 


— 


. ˙ A ˙ PR 


3 E 


1264 be Little French Eawyer, 


would be loath to learn to fight. „ 
1 Ci. But an't pleaſe you, Sir, 

His fighting has neglectẽd all our Buſineſs. 

We are undone, our Cauſes caſt away, Sir, 

His not appearance. 

Sawp. There he fought too long, 

Alittle and fight well, he fou ught 5. longindeed F ank 3 

But ne'ertheleſs things muſt be as they may, 

And there be ways- 
i Cli. We know, Sir, if y you pleaſe 
Samp. Something I'll do: Go rally up your Cauſes. 

Enter La-writ, and a Gentleman, at #he Door. 
2 Cl. Now you may behold, Sir, 

And be a Witneſs, whether we lie or no. (men, 
La-writ. I'll meet you at the Ordinary, ſweet Gentle- 

Andif there be a Wench or two 
| Gent. We'll have 'em. 

La-writ. No handling any Duels before I come, 

We'll have no going elſe, I hate a Coward. 

Gent. There ſhall be nothing done. 
La- mrit. Make all the Quarrels 
You can deviſe before I come, and let's all fight, 
There is no ſport elſe. 
Gent. We'll ſee what may be done, Sir. 
1 Cli. Ha? Monſicur La-writ. 
La-writ. Baffled in way of Buſineſs, _ 

My Cauſes caſt away, Judgment againſt us? 

Why there it goes. 

2 Ci. What ſhall we do the whilſt, Sir? | 

La-writ. Breed new Diſſentions, go hang your ſclves, 
Tis all one to me; I have a new trade of Living. 

1 Cli. Do you hear what he ſays, Sir? 

Samp. The Gentleman ſpeaks finely. 

La- writ. Will any of you fight? F ishting my Occups: 

1 you find your ſelves aggriev d. (tion 
Samp. A compleat Gentleman. i 
La- writ. Avant thou buckram Budget of Petitions, 

Thou ſpittle of lame Cauſes; I lament for thee, 

And till Revenge be taken: 
Sen. Tis molt excellent. | 


= 45 La-writ. 


* 


the Little French Lawyer. 1265 


La- writ. There, every Man chuſe his Paper, and hisPlace. 

PII anſwer ye all, I will neglect no Man's buſineſs, 

But he ſhall have ſatisfaction like a Gentleman, 

The Judge may do and not do, he's but a Monſieur. 
Samp. You have nothing of mine in your Bag, Sir. 
La- writ. I know not, Sir, 1 

But you may put any thing in, any fighting thing. 

Samp. It is ſufficient, you may hear hereafter. 
La- writ. I reſt your Servant, Sir. 
Samp. No more words Gentlemen, 

But follow me, no more words as you love me, 

The Gentleman's a noble Gentleman, 

I ſhall do what I can, and then 
cCli. We thank you, Sir. 
Samp. Not a word to diſturb him, he's a Gentleman. 

. [ Ex. Sampſon and Clients. 
La-writ. No Cauſe goo my bde? The Judge caſt all? 

And becauſe J was honourably employ'd in Action, 

And not appear'd, pronounce? Tis very well, 

"Tis well faith, tis well, Judge. , 

Enter Cleremont. 
Cler. Who have we here? 
My little furious Lawyer? 
La- mrit. 1 ſay tis well, 

But mark the End. 

Cler. How he is Metamorphos'd? . 

Nothing of Lawyer left, not a bit of f uckram, 

No ſolliciting Face now, this is no ſimple Converſion. 

Your Servant Sir, and Friend. 

La- writ. Vou come in time, Sir. 
Cler. The happier Man, to be at your command then. 
La-writ. You may wonder to {ce me thus; but that's all 

Time ſhall declare; Tis true 1 was a Lawyer, (one, | 

But I have mew'd that Coat, I hate a Lawyer, 

now I hate talking, 


Talk'd much in the Court, 
did you the office of a Man. 
Cler. I muſt confeſs it. 
La-writ. And budg'd not, no I budg'd not. 


Cler, No, you did not. (ther. 


Ta-writ. There's it then, one good turn requires ano- 
| (ler. 
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Cler. Moſt willing, Sir, I am ready at your Service, 
La-writ. There, read, and underſtand, and then deliver 
Cler. This is a Challenge, Sir. (it. 
La- writ. Tis very like, Sir, 
I ſeldom now write Sonnets. 
Cler. O admirantis, | 
To Monſieur Verraign, the Preſident. 
La-writ. I chuſe no Fool, Sir. 
Cler. Why, he's no Sword-man, Sir. 
La-writ. Let him learn, let him learn; | 
Time, that trains Chickens up, will teach him quickly, 
Cler. Why, he's a Judge, an Old Man. 
La- writ Never too Old | 
To be a Gentleman; and he that is a Judge 
Can judge beſt what belongs to wounded Honour. 
There are my Griefs, he has caſt away my Cauſes, 
In which he has bow'd my Reputation. 
And therefore Judge, or no Judge. 
Cler. Pray be rul'd, Sir. 
This is the maddeſt thing ——— 
La-writ. You will not carry it. | 
Cler. Ido not tell you fo, but if you may be perſwaded. 
La-writ. You know how you us'd me when I would not 
Do you remember, Gentleman? (fight, 
Cler. The Devil's in him. 
La-writ, I ſee it in your Eyes, that you dare do it. 
You have a carrying Face, and you {hall carry it. 


O 


Cler. The leaſt is Baniſnment. 
La-writ. Be baniſh'd then; 

"Tis a Friend's part, we'll meet in Africa, 

Or any part of the Earth. 

Cler. Say he will not fight. 5 
La-writ. I know then what to ſay, take you no care, Sir. 
Cler. Well, I will carry it, and deliver it, Ek 

And to morrow Morning meet you in the Lowore, 

Till when, my Service. 26 
La-writ. A Judge, or no Judge, no Judge. [Ex. La-Writ. 
Cler. This is the prettieſt Rogue that er I read of, 

None to provoke to th' Field, but the old Preſident 

What Face ſhall I put on? If J come in earneſt, 
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T am ſure to wear a pair of Bracelets; 
This may make ſome Sport yet, I will deliver it, 
Here comes the Preſident. 
Enter Vertaign, with two Gentlemen, 
Vert. I ſhall find time, Gentlemen, 
To do your Cauſes good: Is not that Cleremont £ 
1 Gent. Tis he, my Lord. 1 
Vert. Why does he ſmile upon me? 
Am I become ridiculous? Has your Fortune, Sir, 
Upon my Son, made you contemn his Father? 
The Glory of a Gentleman is fair bearing. 
Cler. Miſtake me not, my Lord, you ſhall not find that, 
I come with no blown Spirit to abuſe you, 
I know your Place and Honour due unto ir, 
The Reverence to your filver Age and Virtue. 
 Pert. Your Face is merry ſtill. 
Cler. So is my buſineſs, 
And I beſeech your Honour miſtake me not, 
T have brought you from a wild or rather Mad-man 
As mad a piece of you were wont to love Mirth 
In your young days, I have known your Honour woo it, 
This may be made no little one, tis a Challenge, Sir, 
Nay, ſtart not, I beſeech you, it means you no harm, 
Nor any Man of Honour, or Underſtanding, £ 
Tis to ſteal from your ſerious Hours a little Laughter; 
] am bold to bring it to your Lordſhip. 
Vert. Tis to me indeed: 
Do they take me for a Sword-man at theſe Years? (Sir, 
Cler. Tis only worth your Honour's Mirth, that's all, 
T had been in me elſe a ſawcy Rudeneſs. 
Vert. From one La-writ, a very punctual Challenge. 
Cler. But if your Lordſhip mark it, no great matter. 
Vert. J have known ſuch a wrangling Advocate, 
Such a little figent thing; Oh I remember him, 
A notable talking Knave, now out upon him, 
Has challeng'd me downright, defied me mortally ; 
I do remember too, I caſt his Cauſes. 
Cler. Why there's the Quarrel, Sir, the mortal Quarrel. 
Vert. Why, what a Knave is this? As you're a Gentle- 
Is there no further purpoſe but meer Mirth? 8 
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What a bold Man of War! he invites me roundly. 
Cler. If there ſhould be, I were no Gentleman, 
Nor worthy of the Honour of my Kindred. 
And though I am ſure your Lordſhip hates my Perſon, 
Which Time may bring again into your Fayour, 
Yet for the Manners — | 
Vert. I am ſatisfy'd, 
You lee, Sir, I have out-liv'd thoſe days of fighting, 
And therefore cannot do him the Honour to beat him my 
Bur I have a Kinſman much of his ability, (ſelf; 
His Wit and Courage, for this call him Fool, 
One that will ſpit as ſenſeleſs fire as this Fellow. 
Cler. And ſuch a Man to undertake, my Lord? 
Vert. Nay he's too forward, theſe two pitch Barrels 
Cler. Upon my Soul, no harm. together. 
Vert. It makes me ſmile. 
Why, what a ſtinking ſmother will they utter? 
Yes, he ſhall undertake, Sir, as my Champion, 
Since you propound it Mirth, PII venture on it, 
And ſhall defend my Cauſe; but as you're honeſt 
Sport not with Blood. 
Cler. Think not ſo baſely, good Sir. 
Vert. A Squire ſhall wait upon you from my Kinſman, 
To morrow Morning make you ſport at full, 
You want no Subject; but no Wounds, 
Cler. That's my care. | 
Vert. And ſo good day. | Ex. Vertaign, and Gentlemen. 
Cler. Many unto your Honour. 
This is a noble Fellow, of a ſweet Spirit; 
Now muſt I think how to contrive this matter, 
For together they ſhall go. | 
e Euter Dinant. EEE] 
Din. O Cleremont, 8 
1 am glad I have found thee. 

Cler. ] can tell thee rare things. 
Din. O, I can tell thee rarer : 
Doſt thou love me? 

_ Cler. Love thee? 
Din. Doſt thou love me dearly ? 
Dar'ſt thou tor my ſake? 
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cler. Any thing that's honeſt. 
Din. Though it be dangerous? 
Ger. Pox o' dangerous. 
Din. Nay wondrous dangerous. 
ler. Wilt thou break my Heart? 
Din. Along with me then. 
Cler. I muſt part to morrow. | 
Din. You ſhall, you ſhall, be faithful for this night, 
And thou haſt made thy Friend. 
Cler. Away, and talk not. [Een 
iz Enter Lamira, and Nurſe. 
Lam. O Nurſe, welcome, where's Dinant? 
Nurſe. He's at my Back. 
Tis the moſt liberal Gentleman, this Gold 
He gave me for my pains, nor can 1 blame you, 
If you yield up the Fort. 
Lam. How? yield it up? TS 
Nurſe. I know not, he that loves, and gives ſo largely, 
And a young Lord to boot, or I am cozen'd,” 
May enter every where. 
Lam. Thou'lt make me angry. 
Enter Dinant, and Cleremont. 


Nurſe. Why, if you are, I hope here's one will pleaſe you, 
Look on him with my Eyes, good luck go with you: 
Were I young for your {ake — 


Din. I thank thee, Nurſe. 
Nurſe. T would be tractable, and as I am — 
Lam. Leave the Room, 
So old, and ſo immodeſt ! and be careful, 
Since Whiſpers will wake ſleeping Jealouſiess 
That none diſturb my Lord. Exit Nurſe. . 
Cler. Will you diſpatch ? | 1 
Till you come to the matter be not rapt thus, 
Walk in, walk in, I am your Scout for once, 
You owe me the like Service. 
Din. And will pay it. | 
Lam. As you reſpect your Lives, f peak not ſo loud. 7 
Cler. Why, do it in dumb ſhew then, I am ſilenc'd. 
Lam. Be not ſo haſty, Sir, the golden Apples 
Had a fell Dragon for their Guard, your Pleaſures 
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Are to be attempted with Herculean danger, 
Or never to be gotten. 
Din. Speak the means. 
Lam. Thus briefly, my Lord ſleeps now, and alas, 
Each Night, he only ſleeps. | 
Cler. Go, keep her ſtirring. . 
Lam. Now if he wake, as ſometimes he does, 
He only ſtretches out his Hand and feels 
Whether I am a Bed, which being aſſur'd of, 
He ſleeps again; but ſhould he miſs me, Valour 
Could not defend our Lives. h 
Din. What's to be done then? 
Lam. Servants have ſervile Faiths, nor have I any 
That I date truſt; on noble Cleremont 
We ſafely may rely. a 
Cler. What Man can do, 
Command and boldly. 

Lam. Thus then, in my place 
You muſt lye with my Lord. 

Cler. With an old Man? 

Two Beards together, that's prepoſterous. 

Lam. There is no other way, and though tis dangerous, 

He having Servants within call, and arm'd too, 

Slaves fed to act all that his Jealouſie 

And Rage commands them, yet a true Friend ſhould not 
Check at the hazard of a life. 1 

Cler. I thank you, 

I love my Friend, but know no reaſon why 

To hate my ſelf; to be a kind of Pander, 
' You ſee I am willing, 

But to betray mine own Throat you muſt pardon. 

Din. Then J am loſt, and all my hopes defeated; . 
Were I to hazard ten times more for you, 
You ſhould find, Cleremont —— 

Cler. You ſhall not outdo me, 

Fall what may fall, I'll do't. 

Din. But for his Beard ——— 

Lam. To cover that you ſhall have my night Linnen; 
And you diſpos'd of, my Dinant and I bs 
Will have ſome private Conference. 
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Enter Champernel privately. 
Cler. Private doing, | 
Or 1'11 not venture. 
Lam, That's as we agree. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Nurſe and Charlotte, paſs over the Stage with 
« Pillows, Night-cloaths, and ſuch things. (nour? 
Cham. What can this Woman do, preſerving her Ho- 
J have given her all the liberty that may be, 
I will not be far off though, nor | will not be jealous, 
Nor truſt too much, I think ſhe is virtuous, 
Yet when I hold her beſt, ſhe's but a Woman, 
As full of Frailry as of Faith, a poor flight Woman, 
And her beſt Thoughts, but weak Fortifications, 
There may be a Mine wrought: Well, let em work then, 
I ſhall meer with it, 'till the Signs be monſtrous, 
And ſtick upon my Head, I will not believe it, 
Stands private. 
She may be, and ſhe may not; now to my obſervation. 
OE Enter Dinant, and Lamira. 
Din. Why do you make me ſtay fo? If you love me 
Lam. You are too hot and violent. 
Din. Why do you ſhift thus 
From one Chamber to another ? 
Lam. A little delay, Sir, 5 
Like Fire a little ſprinkled o'er with Water, 
Makes the Deſires burn clear, and ten times hotter. 
Din. Why do you ſpeak fo loud? I pray go in, 
Sweet Mittrefs, I am mad, time ſteals away, 
And when we would enjoy 
Lam. Now fie, fie, Servant, 
Like ſenſual Beafts ſhall we enjoy our Pleaſures ? 
RY Din. Pray do not kiſs me then. | 
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Lam. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Din. Why do you laugh fo loud, Precious? 
Will you berray me; ha' my Friend's Throat cut! 
Lam. Come, come, I'll kiſs thee again. 

Cham. Will you ſo? You are liberal, 


/ 
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Lam. Why, that I will, and you ſhall find anon, Servant. 
Din. Softly, for Heav'ns fake, you know my Friend's 
A little now, now; will ye go in again? (engag'd, 


If you de cozen me- | Euter 
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Enter Nurſe with Wine. 
Din. What's this? 2 
Lam. Wine, Wine, a draught or two. 
Din. What does this Woman here? 
Lam. Sho ſhall not hinder you. ; 
Din. This might have been ſpar'd, 3 
Tiis but delay and time loſt; pray ſend her ſoftly off. 
Lam. Sit down, and mix your Spirits with Wine, 
I will make you another Hercules. © . 
Din. I dare not drink; 
Fic, what delays you make? I dare not, 
I ſhall be drunk preſently, and do ſtrange things then. 


Lam. Not drink a Cup with your Miſtreſs! O the 
pleaſure. | ST 
Din. Lady, why this? [ Muſick, 


4 
1 
1 a 
} 
1 


Lam. We muſt have Mirth to our Wine, Man. 
Din. Pl — “' the Muſick. 1 
Cham. God-a-mercy, Wench. © 

If thou doſt Cuckold me I ſhall forgive thee. Os 
Din. The Houſe will all riſe now, this will diſturb all. 
Did you do this? WE 
Lam. Peace, and fit quiet, Fool, 
You love me, come, fit down and drink. 
Enter Clerement above. 
- Cler. What a Devil ail you? 
How cold I ſweat ! aHog's pox ſtop your Pipes, [Mwfick; 
The Thing will wake; now, now, methinks I find 
His Sword juſt gliding through my Throat. What's that? 
A vengeance choak your Pipes. Are you there, Lady? 
Stop, ſtop thoſe Raſcals; do you bring me hither 
To be cut into minc'd Meat ? Why Dinant? 
Din. I cannot do withal ; Cs N 
I have ſpoke, and ſpoke I am betray' d and loſt too. 
Cler. Do you hear me? Do you underſtand mme? 
Plague dam your Whiſtles. bY [ Muſick ends. 
Lam. Twas but an over-ſight,they have done,lyedown- 
Jer. Would you had done too, | 
You know not 5 7 
In what a miſery and fear I lye. 
You have a Lady in your Arms. 
Din. | would hae {The Recorders again. 
: (hani. 
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Did you not hold me honeſt ? 
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Cham. Fil watch you Goodman wou'd have. 
Cler. Remove for Heav'ns ſake, 
And fall to that you come for. 
Lam. Lie you down, 
"Tis but an hour's endurance no. 
er. I dare not, ſoftly ſweet Lady — heart? 


Lam. Tis nothing but your fear, he ſleeps ſtill ſound 7, 
Lie gently down. | . 


Ger. Pray make an end. 
Din. Come, Madam. | 5 | 
Lam. Theſe Chambers are too near. [ Ex. Din. Lam, 
Cham. I ſhall be nearer; 5 
Well, go thy ways, Fl truſt thee through the World, 
Deal how thou wilt: That that I never feel, 
I'll never fear. Vet by the Honour of a Soldier, 
I hold thee truly Noble: How theſe things will look, 
And how their Blood will curdle! Play on Children, 
You ſhall have Pap anon. O thou grand Fool, 
That thou knew'ſt but thy Fortune [ Muſick dong, 
Cler. Peace, good Madam, . | 
Brop her Mouth, Dinant, it ſleeps yet, pray be wary, 
Diſp 


atch, I cannot endure this Miſery, 
I can hear nothing more; I'II ſay my Prayers, 


And down again I [Whiſile within, 


A thouſand Alarms fall upon my Quarters, 

Heav'n ſend me off; when I lye keeping Courſes, 

Pl———o! your fumbling, Dinant; how I ſhake ! 

*Tis ſtill again: would Iwere in the Indies. [Exit Cler, 
Enter Dinant, and Lamira: A Light within. 


Din. Why do you uſe me thus? Thus poorly? Baſely? 


Work me into a Hope, and then deſtroy me? 

Why did you ſend for me? This new way train me? 
Lam. Mad-man, and Fool, and falſe Man, now I'll ſhew 
Din. Pray put your Light out. (thee, 

Lam. Nay I'll hold it thus, 


That all chaſte Eyes may ſce thy Luſt, and ſcorn it, 
Tell me but this, when you firſt doted on me, 
And made Suit to enjoy me as your Wife, 
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Lam. And did not that appear the only Luſtre 
That made me worth your Love and Admiration? 
Din. 1 muſt confeſs IO DF 
Lam. Why would you deal ſo baſely? 
So like a Thief, a Villain? 
Din. Peace, good Madam. 2} + 
Lam. I'Il ſpeak aloud too; thus malicioully, 
Thus breaking all the Rules of Honeſty, 
Of Honour and of Truth, for which 1 lov'd you, 
For which I call'd you Servant, and admir'd you; 
To ſteal that od purchas'd by another, 
Piouſly ſet in Wedlock, even that Jewel, | 
Becauſe it had no Flaw, you held unvaluable: 
Can he that has lov'd Good, dote onthe Devil? 
For he that ſeeks a W hore, ſeeks but his Agent; 
Or am I of ſo wild and low a Blood? 
So nurs'd in Infamies? 5 
Din. I do not think ſo, Fed 
And. repent. 
Lam. That will not ſerve your turn, Sir. 
Din. It was your Treaty drew me on. 
Lam. But.it was your Villany 
Made you purſue it; I drew you but to try 
. Hownmucha Man, and nobly thou durſt ſtand, 
How well you had deſery'dthename of Virtuous; 
But you like a wild Torrent, mix'd with all 
Beaſtly and baſe Affect ions, came floating on, 
Swelling your poiſon'd Billows- 
Din. Will you betray me? 2 1 
Lam. To all the Miſeries a vext Woman may. 
Din. Let me but out, | a 
, Give me but room to toſs my Sword about me, 
And I will tell you you're a treacherous Woman. 
O that I had but Words! 
Lam. They will not ſerve you. 8 
Din. But two-cdg'd Words to cut thee; a Lady Traitor? 
Periſh by a proud Puppet? I did you too much Honour, 
To tender you my Love, too much reſpected you 
To think you worthy of my worſt Embraces. 
Do take your Groom, and let him dally with . 
„ | * > our 
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Did this lye by me? 
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Your greaſie Groom; ] ſcorn to imp your lame Stock, 

You are not fair, nor handſome, I ly'd loudly, 

This Tongue abus'd you when it ſpoke you Beauteous. 
Lam. Tis very well, 'tis brave. 
Din. Put out your Light, 

Vour laſcivious Eyes are flames enough 

For Fools to find you out; a Lady Plotter! 

Muſt I begin your Sacrifice of Miſchief? 

I and my Friend, the firſt-fruits of that Blood, 

You ay your honourable Husband aim at? 


Crooked and wretched you are both. 


Lam. To you, Sir: 
Yet to the Eye of Juſtice ſtraight as Truth. 
Din. Is thisa Woman's Love? A Woman's Mercy? 


Do you profeſs this ſeriouſly ? Do you laugh at me? 


Lam. Ha, ha. (r1CS, 
Din. Pl— light upon your Scorns, upon your Flatte- 
Upon your tempting Faces, all Deſtructions; 
A Bed- rid Winter hang upon your Cheeks, 


And blaſt, blaſt, blaſt thoſe buds of Pride that paint you; 


Death in your Eyes to fright Men from theſe Dangers : 
Raiſe up your Trophy. Cleremone. 

Cler. What a vengeance ail you? 

Din. W hatdiſmal Noiſe! Is there no Honour in you? 
Cleremont, we are betray'd, betray'd, * by a Woman; 
Deal braveiy for thy ſelf. 

Cler. This comes of Rutring z 
Are we made Stales to one another? 

Din. Yes, we are undone, loſt. 

_ Cler. You ſhall pay for't, Grey-beard. 
Op, up, you ſleep your laſt elſe. 

[ Lights above, two Servants and Anab el. 
7 Ker. No, not yet, Sir; 
Lady, look up; would you have wrong'd this Beauty? 
Wake ſo tender a Virgin with rough terms? 
You wear a Sword, we muſt entreat you leave it. 


2 Ser. Fye Sir, 0 ſweet a Lady? e "Mm 
Ger. Was this my Bed-fellow, pray give me leave to 
I am not mad yet, Lo be by and by. | 


7 — Did 
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Did J fear this? Is this a Cauſe to ſhake at ? 
Away with me for Shame, I am a Raſcal. 


Enter Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, Lamira, 


Anabel, Cleremont, and two Servants. 
Din. l am amazd too. 


Beaup. We'll recover you. (over, 
Verd. You walk like Robin Good-fellow all the Houſe 
And every Man afraid of you. og 
Din. Tis well, Lady; 
The honour of this Deed will be your own, 
The World ſhall know your Bounty. 
Beaup. What hall we do with em? 
ier. Geld me, 
For'tis not fit I thould be a Man again, 
1 am an Als, a Dog. ; 
Lam. Take your Revenges, 
You know my Husband's W rongs and your own Loſſes. 
Ana. A brave Man, an admirable brave Man 
Well, well, I would not be fo try'd again 
A very handſome proper Gentleman. 


« Cler. Will you let me lye by her but one Hour more, 
And then hang me? 


* 


| (bravely, 
Din. We wait your Malice, put your Swords home 
You have reaſon to {eek Blood, 
Lam. Not as you are Noble. | 
Cham. Hands off, and give them liberty, only diſarm 
Beaup, We have done that already. (em. 
Cham. Vou are welcome, Gentlemen, 
I am glad my Houſe has any Pleaſure for you, 
] keep a couple of Ledies here, they ſay fair, 
And you are young and handſome, Gentlemen; 
Have you any more mind to Wenches ? (this. 
ier. To be abus'd too? Lady, you might have help'd 
Ana. Sir now tis paſt, but't may be I may ſtand 
Your Friend hereafter, in a greater matter. 
er. Never whilſt you live. | 
Ana. Lou cannot tell now, Sir, a parting Hand. 
Cler. Down and Roſes: | 


- Well I maylive to ſee you again. A dull Rogue, 
No Revelation ia thee. | : t 


; Lan. 
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Lam. Were you well frighted? 
Were your fits from the Heart, of all colds and colours ? 
That's all your Puniſhment. | 
Cler. It might have been all yours, 
Had not a Block-head undertaken it. 
Cham. Your Swords you mult leave to theſe Gentlemen. 
Verd. And now, when you dare fight, 
We are on even Ice again. 
4 Din. Tis well: 
Io be a Miſtreſs, is to be a Monſter, 
3 And ſo I leave your Houſe, and you for ever. 


Cham. You may depart too. 
2 Cler, I had rather ſtay here. 
3 Cham. Faith we ſhall fright you worſe. 
. Cler. Not in that manner, i 
There's five hundred Crowns, fright me but ſo again. 
Din. Come Cleremont, this is the hour of Fool. 
Cler. Wiſer the next ſhall be, or we'll to School. Exeunt. 
Cham. How coolly theſe hot Gallants are departed? 
Faith Couſin, twas unconſcionably done, | 
To lye fo ſtill, and fo long. 
Ana. *T was your Pleaſure, 
If 'twere a Fault, I may hereafter mend. 
Cham. O my beſt Wife, 8 
Take now what courſe thou wilt, and lead what Life. 
Lam. The more truſt you commit, the more care till, 
Goodneſs and Virtue ſhall attend my Will. (Gains. 
Cham. Let's laugh this Night out now, and count our 
We have our Honours home, and they their Pains, 
[ Exennt, 


— 


* 


ACT w. SCENE 1. 
Enter Cleremont, and Dinant. 


Din. IT holds, they will go thither. "OM 
; Cler. To their Summer-houſe? (tion, 
Din. Thither i'th' Evening, and which 1s the moſt infli- 
SLES Only 


Lam. Leave your wild Luſts, and then you are a Maſter. 
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Or ly to inſult upon our Miſeries. 
Cler. Are you provided? © 
Din. Ves, yes. e 
cler. Throughly? 
Din. Throughly. 5 
Quer. Baſta, enough, I have your Mind, I will not fail you, 
Din. At ſuch an hour. | 
ier. Have Ia Memory? + | 1 
A Cauſe, and Will to do? Thou art fo ſullen 
Din. And ſhall be, till I have a fair Reparation. 
ier. J have more Reaſon, for I ſcaped a Fortune, 
Which if I come ſo near again: I ſay nothing, 
But if I ſweat not in another faſhion — 
O adelicate Wench. 
Din. "Tis certain a moſt handſome one. (too 
Cler. And methought the thing was angry with it ſelf 
It lay ſo long conceaPd; but I muſt part with you, 
I have a Scene of Mirth, to drive this from my Heart, 
And my hour is come. | x 
Din. Miſs not your time. 
Cler. I dare not. | [ Erxeunt ſeverally. 
Enter Sampſon, and a Gentleman. 
Gent. I preſume, Sir, you now nced no Inſtruction, 
Put fairly know what belongs to a Gentleman) 
| You bear your Uncle's Cauſe. 
Samp. Do not diſturb me, 
I underſtand my Cauſe, and the right Carriage. 
Gent. Be not too bloody. 85 
Samp. As I find my Enemy; if his Sword bite, 
If it bite, Sir, you muſt pardon me. 
Gent. No doubt he is valiant, 
He durſt not undertake elſe. 
Samp. He's moſt welcome, | 
As he is moſt yaliant, he were no Man for me elſc. 
Gent. But ſay he ſhould relent. 
Samp. He dies relenting, | 
I cannot help it, he muſt die relenting, 
If he pray, praying, pſo facto, praying, 
Your honourable way admits no Prayer, 


And if he fight, he fall, there's his grurerus. 
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Gent. Youre nobly punctual, let's retire and meet em, 
But ſtill, 1 ſay, have Merey. ; 
Samp ſay, Honour. [ Exeunt. 
Euter Champernel, Lamira, Anabel, Beaupre, Ver- 

5 done, Charlote, and a Servant. | 
Lam. Will not you go, Sweet-heart? 
bam. Go? Tl fly with thee. 

I ſtay behind? | 
Lam. My Father will be there too, 
And all our beſt Friends. 
I Beaup. And if we be not merry, 
= We have hard luck, Lady. 12 0 
Voierd. Faith let's have a kind of Play. 
Champ. What ſhall it be? 
Ferdl. The Story of Dinant. 
lam. With the merry Conceits of Cleremont, 
His Fits and Feavers. | 

Ana. But I'll lie {till no more. 

Lam. That, as you make the Play, 'twill be rare ſport, 
And how 'twilt vex my Gallants, when they hear it? 
Have you. given order for the Coach? 

Char. Ve, Madam. 

Cham. My eaſie Nag, and Pad. 

Ser. Tis making ready. 

Cham. Where are your Horſes? 

Beuup Ready at an hour, Sir: We'll not belaft. 

Cham. Fic, what a Night ſhall we have! 

A roaring merry Night. | 

Lam. We'll fly at all, Sir. 

Cham. Vil fly at thee too, finely, and fo ruffle thee, 
PII try your Art upon a Country Pallet. 

Lam. Brag not too much, for fear I ſhould expect it, 
Then if you fail 
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Cham. Thou ſay'ſt too true, we all talk. 
But let's in, and prepare, and after Dinner 
Begin our mirthful Pilgrimage. 

Lam. He that's ſad, 3 
' A Crab-fac'd Miſtreſs cleave to him for this Year. 
1 Evert. 
R 4 Enter 
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Enter Cleremont, and La- writ. 
-writ. Since it cannot be the Judge ä 
Cler. Tis a great deal better. (man? 
La. writ. You are ſure, he is his Kinſman? A Gentle- 
Cler. As arranc a Gentleman, and a brave Fellow, 
And ſo near to his Blood—— 
La-writ. It ſhall ſuffice, 
I'll ſet him further off, T'll give a remove 
Shall quit his Kindred, Ai | 
Cler. Will ye kill him? (I kill him, 
La- writ. And there were no more Couſins in the World 
I do mean, Sir, to kill all my Lord's Kindred. 
For every Cauſe a Couſin. 
Cler. How if he have no more Couſins? . 
La-writ. The next a kin then to his Lordſhip 's Favour; 
The Man he ſmiles upon. 
Cler. W hy this is Vengeance, horrid, and dire. 
La-writ, I love a dire Revenge: 
Give me the Man that will all others kill, 
And laſt himſelf. 
Cler. You ſtole that Reſolution. 
La-writ. I had it in a Play, but that's all one, 
I wou'd ſce it done. 
Cler. Come, you muſt be more merciful, a 
La- writ. To no Lord's Couſins in the World, I hate em; 
A Lord's Couſin to meis a kind of Cockatrice, 
If I ſee him firſt, he dies. 
A ſtrange Antipathy, 
Cler. What think you of their Neices? 
La-writ. If Ilike em, 
They may live, and multiply; 'tis a cold Morning. 
Cler. Tis ſharp indeed; you have broke your Faſt? 
La- writ. No verily. 
Cler. Your Valour would have ask'd a good Foundation. 
Eurit. Hang him, I'll kill him Faſting. 
Enter Sampſon, and the Gentleman. 
Cler. Here they come, 
Bear your ſelf in your Language, ſmooth and gray 
W hen y our Swords argue. | 
 La-writ. Pray Sir, ſpare 1 Precepts - 
| Cent. 
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Gent. I have brought you, Si 
La-writ. .*Tis very well, no Words, 
You are welcome, Sir. 5 5 
Samp. I thank you, Sir, few words. 
Ta-writ. VI! kill you for your Uncle's ſake. 
Samp. I love you, 
I'll cut your Throat for your own ſake. 
La-writ, I eſteem of you. | 
Cler. Let's render em honeſt and fair, Gentlemen; 
Search my Friend, I'll ſearch yours. | 
Gent, That's quickly done. „9 
ler. You come with no Spells, nor Witchcrafts ? 
Samp. I come fairly to kill him honeſtly. 
La-writ. Hang Spells and Witchcrafts, 
I come to kill my Lord's Nephew like a Gentleman, 
And ſo I kiſs his Hand. > poo 
Gent. This Doublet is too ſtiff. 
La-writ. Off with'r, I hate it, 
And all ſuch Fortifications, feel my Skin, 
If that be ſtiff, flea that off too. 
Gent. Tis no ſoft one. 
La- writ. Off with'r, I ſay: 
Il fight with him like a flea'd Cat. 
Gent. You are well, you are well. 
_ Cler. You muſt uncaſe too. 
damp. Yes, Sir. 3 
But tell me this, why ſhould I mix mine Honour 
With a Fellow that has neer a Lace in's Shirt? 
Gent. That's a main Poiht, my Friend has two. 
ier. That's true, Sir. | aa (know 
La. writ. Baſe and degenerate Couſin, do'ſt not thou 
An old and tatter'd Colours to the' Enemy, 
Is of more Honour, and ſhews more ominous ? 
This Shirt, five time Victorious I have fought under, 
And cut through Squadrons of your curious Cur-works, 
As I will do through thine 3 ſhake, and be ſatisfi-d. 
Cler. This is unanſwerable. 
Samp. But may I fight with a foul Shirt? 
Sent. Moſt certain, fo it be a fighting Shirt, | 
Let it be ne er ſo foul, or lowſie; Ceſar wore ſuch 5 one. 
| 1 | | Mp. 
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Samp. Saint Denis then I accept your Shirt. 
Cler. Not ſo forward, firſt you muſt talk, 
Tis a main Point of the French Method, | 
Talk civilly, and make your Cauſe Authentick. 
Gent. No Weapon muſt be near you, nor no Anger. 
Cler. When you have done, then ſtir your Reſolutions: + 
Take to your Weapons * 
La- writ. Tis too A5 
This for a Summer Fi | | 
Cler. Not fora wot, you ſhould Wacken che Rules 
Samp. Tis peeviſn Weather, 
I had rather Fight without. 3 
Gent. An 'twere in a River. 2 
cler. Where both ſtood up to th' Chins. 1 
La- writ. Then let's talk quickly, hy , 
Hi o' this Circumſtance, 
Cler. Are the Horſes come yet? (civilly. 
Gent. Yes, certain; give your Swords to us, now 
Cler. We'll ſtand awhile off; take the things, and leave 
You know when, and let the Children play : (Cem, 
This is a dainty time of Year for Puppics, 
Would the old Lord were here. 
Gent. He would die with laughter. 
- Cler. I am ſorry I have no time to ſee this Game out) 
Away, away. 
Gent. Here's like to be a hot Fight, 
Call when y'are fit. Ex. Cler. and Gent. 
La- writ. Why look you, Sir, you ſeem to bea Gentleman, 
And you come in honour of your Uncle, boh, boh, ' tis very 
Your Uncle has offer'd me ſome few Affronts, (cold. 
Paſt Fleſh and Blood to bear: boh, boh, wondrous cold. 
Samp. My Lord, mine Uncle, is an hokurable Man, 
And what he . boh, boh, cold indeed, 
Having made choice of me, an unworthy Kinſman, 
Yet take me with you : boh, boh, Peſtilence cold, 
Not altogether. 
La-writ. Boh, boh, I ſay Ke 
Samp. You ſay you know not what then? boh boh, Sr. - 
. La-writ. Sir me with your Sword in your Hand ; 
You have a ſcurvy Uncle, you have a moſt ſcurvy 2 
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And you are bob, bon. | 
Samp. Boh, boh, what? . 
La-wtit. A ſhitten ſcurvy Couſin. 
Samp. Our Swords; our Swords; 
Thou art a Dog, and like a Dog; our Swords. 
La-writ. Our Weapons, Gentlemen: ha? where's your 
Samp. W here's your's? (Second ? 
La-writ. So ho; our Weapons. | 
Samp. Wa, ha, ho, our Weapons; | 
Our Doublets and our Weapons: Iam dead. (men. 
La-writ. Firſt, ſecond, third, a pl. be wi'you Gentle- 
Samp. Are theſe the Rules of Honour? I am ſtarv'd. 
La-writ. They are gone, and we are here; what ſhall 
Samp. O for a couple of Faggots. (we do? 
 La-writ. Hang a couple of Faggots. 


Dar'ſt thou take a killing cold with me? Y 
San. 1 have it already. (our Doublets? 


La-writ. Rogues, Thieves, boh, boh, run away with 
To fight at Buffets now, twere ſuch a May-game. 
Samp. There were no Honour in't,pl---on't, tis ſcurvy. 
La- writ. Or to revenge my Wrongs at Fiſty-cuffs. 
Samp. My Lord, mine Uncle's Cauſe depend on Boxes? 
La-writ. Let's go in queſt, if we ever recover 'em. 
Samp. Ay, come, our Colds together, and our Doublets. 
La- mrit. Give me thy Hand, thou art a valiant Gen- 
I ſay, if ever we recover em (tleman, 
damp. Let's get into a Houſe and warm our Hearts. 
La-writ. There's ne'er a Houſe within this Mile, beat 
Kick me and beat me as I go, and Fl beat thee too, (me, 
To keep us warm; if ever we recover 'em —— 
Kick hard, I am frozen: So, fo, now 1 feel it. 
Samp. I am dull yet. GE 
 La-writ. Pl warm thee, I'll warm thee---Gentlemen ? 
Rogues, Thieves, Thieves: run, now I'll follow thee | Exe. 
Enter Vertaign, Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, 
Lamira, Anabel, Charlotte, and Nurſe. 
Vert. Uſe Legs, and have Legs. 
Cham. You that have Legs, ſay ſo, 
I put my one to too much ſtreſs. 
Terd. Your Horle, Sir, 


Will 
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Will meet you within half a Mile. 

GY a . 
The Walk fo well, I ſhould not miſs my Coach 
Tho! it were further. Anabel thou art fad: 
What ails my Niece? 4 
Beaup. She's ſtill muſing, Siſter, 3 
How quietly her late Bed-fellow lay by her. 

Nurſe. Old as I am, he would have ſtartled me, 
Nor can you blame her. | 

Char. Had I ta'en her place, at 
I know not, but I fear, I ſhould ha' ſhriek'd, 
Tho' he had never offer d—— | 
Ana. Out upon thee, _ * 

Thou wouldſt have taught him. 
Char. I think, with your pardon, 
That you wiſh now you had. | 

Ana. I am glad I yield you [ Corner. 
Such ample ſcope of mirtn. [ Mufick within. 
* Vert. Nay, be not angry, . 
There's no Ill meant: Ha? Muſick, and choice Muſick? 

Cham. Tis near us in the Grove; what courteous 
Beſtows it on us? my dancing Days are done; [Bounty 
Let I would thank the Giver, did I know him. 
Verd. 'Tis queſtionleſs ſome one of your own Village, 
That hearing of your purpos'd Journey thither, 

Prepares it for your Entertainment, and | 
The Honour of my Lady. 
Lam. I think rather, 
Some of your Lordſhip's Clients. 
Beaup. What ſay you, Couſin, 1 

If they ſnould prove your Suitors? | 7 
 Y/erd. That's molt likely. 15 

Nurſe. I ſay, if you are Noble, be't who will, 
Go preſently, and thank em: I can jump yet, 
Or tread a Meaſure. Ih 

Lam. Like a Miller's Mare. 3 

Nurſe. I warrant you, well enough, to ſerve the Country, 
III make one, and lead the way. * IE. 

Char. Do you note, oth | 


How zealous the old Crone is ? x 


Lam. 


| Excellent, they are COnie. 
I do not walk, but dance- 


We are Inſtructed. 
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Cam And you titter pg 

As eagerly as ſhe : Come Sweet, we'll follow, 

No ill can be intended. . [Muſick ends. 
Cham. I ne'er fear'd yet. [ Exeunt. 
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SONG in the Wood. 
FT His way, this way come and hear, 
1 Lou that hold theſe Pleaſures dear, 
Fill your Ears with our ſweet ſound, 
N bil we melt the frozen Ground. 
This way come, make haſte, ob fair, 
Let your clear Eyes gild the Air; 
Come and bleſs us with your Sight, 
This way, this way, ſeek Delight. 


Enter a Company of Gentlemen like Rufhans, 
1 Gent. They are ours, but draw them on alittle further 


From the foot Path into the neighbouring Thicket, 


And we may do't as ſafe as in a Caſtle. 
2 Gent. They follow ſtill; the Preſident Vertaigus 


Comes on apace, and Champernel limps after; 


The Women, as if they had Wings, and walk'd 
Upon the Air, fly to us. | 
1 Gent. They are welcome, 
We'll make 'em Sport; make a ſtand here, all know 
How we are to procecd. | | | 
2 Gent, We are inſtructed. [Still Mufick within.” 
1 Gent. One ſtrain or two more. Gent. off. 
Enter Vertaigne, Champernel, Beaupre, Verdone, 
Lamira, Anabel, Nurſe, and Charlotte. 
Nurſe. We cannot miſs, in ſuch a Buſineſs, yet 
Mine Ear neer fail'd me. [1ufick for the Dance, 
Char. Would we were at it once, 215 


I Gent. You ſhall have Dancing. 


Begin, and when l gave the word — 


2 Gent. No more: 
[Dance. 


Itaup. 7 
\ 
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Beau. But win us fairly ——— | 
1 Gent. O Sir, we do not dome to try you Valour, 


But to poſſeſs you, yet we uſe you kindly _ 
In that, like Eugliſb Thieves, we kill you not, 


Bur are contented with the eil. 8 
Vert. Oh Heav'n! . 


How hath mine Age deſery'd rhis? * 


Cham. Hell confound it, | 
This comes of walking; had kept my Legs, 
Or my good Horſe, my Armour on, 
My Staff in my reſt, and this good Sword too, Friend, 
How I would break and ſcatter en 
All Gent. Ha, ha, ha. 


\ 


Cham. Do you ſcorn me, Rogues? ? 


Nurſe. Nay, Gantlemens. kind Gentlemen, 


Or honeſt Keepers of theſe Woods, but hear me, 


Be not ſo rough; if you are taken with 


My Beauty, as it hath been worth the ſeeking, | 


Some one or two of you try me in private, 


Vou ſhall not find me ſqueamiſh. 


Char. Do not kill me, 
And do your worſt, I'll ſuffer. 

Lam. Peace, vile Cs. | 

Vert. Do you know me, or my Place, that you pre- 
To touch my Perſon? (fume not 
1 Gent. If you are well, reſt, fo, 


Provoke not angry Waſps. 


Vert. You are Waſps indeed, 


Never created to yield Wax or Honey, 
Bur for your Country s torment; yet if you are Men, 


As you ſeem ſuch in ſhape, if true born Frenchmen, 


However Want compels you to theſe Courles, 


Reſt fatisfy'd with what you can take from us, 
(Theſe Ladies Honours, and our Liberties * 


We freely give it. | - 
1 Gent. You give but our own. | 
Vert. Look on theſe grey Hairs, as you would be old, 


Their Tears, as you would have yours to find Mercy 
— When Juſtice ſhall o'ertake you. 


Cham. Look on me, 


Look 
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Look on me Raſcals, and learn of me too, 
That have been in ſome part of your Profeſſion, 
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| Before that molt of you c'er ſuck'd, Know Ws 


have rode hard, and late too. 
Vert. Take heed, Sir. 


C:aw. Then uſe me like a Brother of the Trade, 
For I have been at Sea, as you on Land are; 


Reſtore my Matrimony undefil'd, 


Wrong 1 not my Neice, and for our Gold or Silver, 
If I purſue you, bang me. 

Nurſe. Tis well off: d, _ 
And as 1 ſaid, ſweet Gentlemen with ſowre Faces, 
If you are high, and want {ome ſport, or ſo, 
As living without action here, you may do, 
Forbear their tender Griſſels, they are Meat 
Will wath awas, there is no ſubſtance in it, 
We that are ext ert in the Game, and tough too, 
Will hold you Play, 

Enter Dinant, and Cleremont. 

1 Ceur. This Hen longs to be trodden. 

Din. Lackey, my Horſe. _ 

Cler. This way, I heard the Cries 
Of diſtreſs'd Women. | 

2 Gent. Stand upon your Guard. 

Din. Who's here? my witty, ſcornful Ladyrylor 
In the Hands of Ruffians? 

Cer. And my fine cold Virgin, 
That was inſenſible of Man, and Woman? 

Din. Juſtice too, x) 
Without a Sword to guard i it ſelf? IN 

Cler. And Valour with its Hands bound ? 

Din. And the great Soldier dull? 


* 


Why this is ſtrange. 


Lam. Dinant, as thou art noble------- 
Ana. As thou art valiant, Cleremont---=-== 
Lam. As ever I appear'd lovely 
Ana. As you ever hope 
For what I would give gladly 
ier. Pretty Conjurations. | 
Lam. 28 Injuries a little laid behind Yau. TE 
Ana. 
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Ana. Shew your ſelves Men, and os; that WG 
Din. Though your many LBS 
And grols abuſes of me ſhould more move me 
I To triumph in your Miſeries than relieve you,---=- 
Jet that hereafter you may know that I, 
The ſcorn'd and deſpis'd Dinant, _—_ what does 
Belong to Honour, thus-----= 
Cler. I will fay little, [ Fight, 
Speak thou for me. 
Cham. Tis bravely fought. 
Vert. Brave Tempers, 
To do thus for their Enemies. 
Cham. They are loſt yet. 
1 Gent. You that would reſcue others, ſhall now feel 
W hat they were born to. 
2 Gent. Hurry then away. TExount. 
Manont Vert. and Champernel. 
Cham. That I could follow them. (Heav'n 
Vert. 1 only can lament my Fortune, and deſire of 
A little Life for my Revenge. | 
Cham. The Provoſt . 
Shall fire the Woods, but I will find 'em out, 
No Cave, no Rock, nor Hell ſhall keep them from | 
My ſearching Vengeance. 
- Enter La-writ, and Sampſon. (conds. 
La-writ. O cold! O fearful cold! plague of all Se- 
Samp. O for a Pint of burnt W ine, or a Sip | 
Of Aqua fortis. 
Cham. The Rogues have met with theſe two 
Upon my Life, and rob'd em. 
La-writ. As you are honourable Gentlemen, 
Impart unto a couple of cold Combatants. 
Samp. My Lord mine Uncle, as 1 live. 
 Le-writ. Pox take him. 
How chat Word has warm'd my Mourh? 

Fe. Why how now Couſin? (ters 
Why, why? and where Man have you been? at a Poul- 
Thatycu ate cas'd thus liłke a Rabbet? Icould laugh now, 

And I ſhall laugh, for all 1 have loſt my Children, 


Al h monſtroul 8 
F 9 al Cham. 


4 
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Chaps. What are they? 
Felt, Give me leave, Sir, | 
Laugh more and more, never leave laughing. 
. Cham. Why, Sir? | 1 
© (Fer. Why, tis ſuch a thing, I ſmell it, Sir, Iſmell it, 
Such a ridiculous thing; _ m — 
La-writ, Do you laugh at me, my Lord? 
I am very cold, but that ſhould not be laught at. 
Cham. What art thou? | 
La. writ. What art thou? | 
Sam. If he had his Doublet 1 
And his Sword by his ſide, as a Gentleman ought to have. 
Vert. Peace Monſieur Sampſon. 
Cham. Come hither little Gentleman. _ 
La-writ. Baſe is the Slave commanded : Come to me-. 
Vert. This is the little Advocate. OY 
Cham. What Advocate? oY 
Vert. The little Advocate that ſent me a Challenge, 
I told you that my Nephew undertook it, | 
And what 'twas like to prove: Now you ſee the Iſſue. 
Cham. Is this the little Lawyer? 
La-writ. You have a Hanne, Sir, 
And I have none, you have a Doublet too 
That keeps you warm, and makes you merry. 
Sam. If your Lordſhip knew SE 
The Nature and the Nobleneſs of the Gentleman, 
Though he ſhew ſlight here, and at what guſts of Danget 
His Manhood has arrived, | 
Bur that Mens Fates are fooliſh; 
And often headlong over-run their Fortune. 
La-writ, That little Lawyer would ſo prick his Ears 
And bite your Honour by the Noſe. + 
Charms. Say you fo, Sir? (taigne too. 
La- writ. So niggle about yout grave Shins Lord Vero 
Sam. No more fweet Gentleman, no more of that, ir. 
La-writ. I will have more, I muſt have more- 
2 Out with it. - 82 at ö . 
Damp. Nay he is as brave a Fellow — 
Cham. Hye I caught you? | Strikes hint down. 
Vor- III. V 
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2 25 not kill P do not kill him. 
bam. No, no, I will not. Do vou pee in? 
Down, down, proud Heart. RF Oy 
Samp. O Valour. 
Look up brave Friend, I have no means to reſcue thee; 
My Kingdom tor a Sword. 
Cbam. I'll ſword you preſently, | 
F'll claw your Skin Coat too. 
Vert. Away good Sampſon, 
You go to grals elſe inſtantly. 
 Samp. But do not murder my brave Friend. 
Vert. Not one Word. 3 
Cham. If you do, Sirra — 
Samp. Muſt I go off diſhonour'd? 
Adverſity tries Valour, ſo I leave thee. [Exi, 
Cham. Are you a Lawyer, Sir ? 
La-writ. | was, I was, Sir. 
Cham. Nay ncver look, your Lawyer's Pate is broken, 
And your litigious Blood about your Ears, Sirra, 
Why do you fight and ſnarle? 8 
La- wurit. J was poſſeſt. 
Cham. I'll diſpoſſeſs you. 
Vert. Ha, ha, ha. 
La- writ. Et tu Brute? 
Vert. Beat him no more. 
Cham. Alas, Sir, I muſt beat him, 
Beat him into his Buſineſs again, he will be loſt elſe. 
Vert. Then take your wa 
Cham. Lye ſtill, and do not ſtruggle. 
La-writ. I am patient. 
I never ſaw my Blood before, it jades me, 
I T-haveno more heart now than a Gooſe. (trade of living, 
. Ch, m. Why Sirra, why do you leave your Trade, your 
And ſend your Challenges like Thunderbolts, ' 


% 


To Men of honour'd Places ? 
La- writ. I underſtand, Sir, 
I never underſtood before your beating. 
. Cham Does this work on you? 
p La-writ. Yes. 1 . s 
Cham. Do you thank me for't? 


La-writ. 
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La- writ. As well as a beaten Man can. 
Cham. And do you promiſe me, 
To fall cloſe to your Trade again? leave Brawling? 
La-writ. If you will give me Leave and Life. 
Cham. And ask this noble Man Forgiveneſs ? 
La-writ. Heartily. (of you 
Cham Rite then, and get you gone, and let me hear 
As of an Advocate new vampt; no more Words, 
Get you off quickly, and make no Murmurs, 
I ſhal! purſue you elſe, 
La-writ. | have done, {ſweet Gentlemen. [ Exit. 
Vert. But we forget ourſelves, our Friends and Children. 
Cham. We'll raiſe the Country firſt, then take our 
Fortunes. | [ Exeunt, 
Enter one Gentleman, and Lamira. 
1 Gent. Shall I entreat for what I may command? 
Lam. Think on my Birth. 
I Gent. Here I am only Noble, 
A King, and thou in my Dominions, Fool, 
A Subject and a Slave. 
Lam. Be not a Tyrant, 
A Raviſher of Honour, gentle Sir, 
And I will think ye ſuch, and on my Knees, 
As to my Soveraign, pay a Subject's Duty, 
With Prayers and Tears. 
I Gent. I like this bumble Carriage, 
[ will walk by, but kneel you ſtill and weep too, 
It ſhews well, while I mediate on the Prey, 
Before [ ſeize it. 
Lam. Is there no Mercy, Heav'n? 
Enter ſecond Gentleman, and Anabel. 
2 Gent. Not kiſs you? 
Twill, and kiſs again. 
Ana. Savage Villain! 
My Innocence be my ſtrength, I do defie thee, 
Thus ſcorn and ſpit at thee ; will you come on, Sir? 
You are hot, there is a Cooler. 


2 Gent. A Virago? (Goddeſs, 


Ana. No, loathſome Goat, more, more, I am that 
That here with Whips of Steel in Hell hereafter 


8 2 | Scourge 
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Scourge Rape and Theft. 

2 Gent. VII try your Deity. qo LOR 

Ana. My Chaſtity, and this Knife held by a Virgin, 
Againſt thy Luſt, thy Sword and thee a Beaſt, 
Call on for the Encounter. _ 

2 Gent. Now what think you? | 


[Throws ber and thkes ber Knife, 
Are you a Goddefs ? FT | 


Ana. In me their Pow'r ſuffers, 
That ſhould protect the Innocent. 
1 Gent, I am all Fire, | 
And thou ſhalt quench it, and ſerve my Pleafares, 
Come Partner in the Spoil and the Reward, 
Let us enjoy our Purchaſe. | 
Lam. O Dinant] 
O Heav'n! O Husband ! 3 
Ana. O my Cletemont ! _ (forth 
I Gent. Two are our Slaves they call on, bring em 
As they are Chain'd 1 let them ſee 
And ſuffer in the Object. 


Enter Dinant and Cleremont bound, by the reſt of 


| the Gentlemen. 
2 Gent. While we ſit 
And without pity hear 'em. 
Ger. By my Life, 
1 ſuffer more for thee than for my ſelf. 
Din. Be a Man, Cleremont, and look upon em 
As ſuch that not alone abus'd our Service, 
Fed us with hopes moſt bitter in Digeſtion. 
But when Love faibd, to draw on further Miſchief, 
The baits they laid for us, were our own Honours, 
W hich thus hath made us Slaves too, worſe than Slaves. 
2 Gent. He dies. | ( 
1 Gent. Pray hold, give him a little reſpite. 
Din. I ſee you now beyond Exprefſion wretched, 
The Wit you brag'd of food, that boaſted Honour, 
As you believ'd compaſs'd with Walls of Braſs, 
To guard it ſure, ſubject to be o'erthrown 
With the leaft blaſt of Luſt, 
Lam. A moſt fad Truth. _* 


in. 


ww - 
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Din. That Confidence which was not to be ſhaken 
In a perpetual Fever, and thoſe Favours, 
Which with ſo ſtrong and ceremonious Duty 
Your Lover and a Gentleman long ſought for, 
Sought, ſued, and kneel'd in vain for, muſt you yield up 
To a licentious Villain, that will hardly 
Allow you Thanks for't. | 
Cler. Something I muſt ſay too, 
And to you pretty one, though crying one 
Tobe hang d now, when theſe worſhiptul Benchers pleaſc, 
Though I know not their Faces that condemn me, 
A little ſtartles me; but a Man is nothing, | 
A Maidenhead is the thing, the thing all aim at; 
Do not you wiſh now, and wiſh from your Heart too, 
When ſcaree ſweet with my Fears, I long lay by you, 
Thoſe Fears you and your good Aunt put upon me, 
To make you ſport, you had given a little hint, 
A touch or (ſo, to tell me I was Mortal, 
And by a Mortal Woman? Ana. Pray you no more. 
Cler. If I had loos'd that Virgin Zone, obſerve me, 
I wou'd have hir'd the beſt of all our Poets 
To have ſung ſo much, and fo well in the Honour 
Of that Night's Joy, that Ovid's Afternoon, 
Nor his Corinna ſhould again be mention'd. 
Ana. I do repent, and with I had. 
Cler. That's Comfort. 


But now—— 


2 Gent. Another that will have it offer'd, 


Compel it to be offer'd, ſhall enjoy it. 


Cler. A Rogue, a Rufhan. 

2 Gent. As you love your Throat. 
1 Gent. Away with them. 

Ana. O Cleremont ! 

Lam. O Dinant! 

Din. I can but add your Sorrows to my Sorrows, 


Your Fears to my Fears. 


Cler. To your Wiſhes mine, 


This Slave may prove unable to perform, 
Till perform the Task that I was born for. 


Ana. Amen, amen. 
„ 8 3 | 1 Gent 
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1 Gent. Drag the Slaves hence, for you 
A while I'll lock you up here; ſtudy all ways 
You can to pleaſe me, or the deed being done, 
You are but dead. | 

2 Gent. This ſtrong Vault ſhall contain you, 

There think how many for your Maidenbead 
Have pin'd away, and be prepar'd to loſe ir 
J 8“ 

1 Gent, No human help can ſave you. 

Ladies, Help, help? 


2 Gent. You cry in vain, Rocks cannot hear you. 


, 
A 


* 


A Horrid Noiſe of Muſick within, 


Enter one and otens the Door, in which Lamira and 
Anabel were ſhut, they in all fear. 


I am. Couſin, how I ſhake all this long Night! 
What Frights and Noiſes we have heard, {til} 

The Villains put on Shapes to torture us, (they enereaſe. 

And to their Devils form ſuch Preparations 

As if they were a hatching new Diſhonours, 

And fatal Ruin, paſt dull Man's Invention. 


Go not too far, and pray good Couſin Anabel, - 
Hark a new Noitle. 


[A ſtrange Muſick, Sackbut, and Troop Muſick. 
Ana. They are exquiſite in Miſchief, | 
Iwill go on, this Room gives no Protection, 
More than the next; what's that? how ſad and hollow, 
The Sound comes to us. Thieves peeping. 
Lam. Groaning? or ſinging is it? ( Kooms. 
Ana. The Wind I think, murmuring amongſt old 
Lam, Now it grows louder, ſure ſome fad Preſage 
Of our foul loſs look now they peep. 
Ana. Pox peep em. 
Lam. O give them gentle Language. EE 
Ana. Give em Rats bane. [Peep abue. 
Lam. Naw they are above. Br 


Ana, 
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Ana. I would they were i'th' Center. 
Lam: Thou art ſo fooliſh deſperate. 
Ana. Since we mult loſe. _ 
Lam. Call em brave Fellows, Gentlemen. 
Ana. Call em Rogues, CH | 
Rogues as they are, rude Rogues, uncivil Villains. (ger? 
Lam. Look an thou woo't beware, doſt thou feel the dan- 
Ana. Lill the danger feel me, thus will 1 talk till, 
And worſe when that comes too; they cannot eat me. 
This is a puniſhment, upon our own Prides 
Mot juſtly laid; we muſt abuſe brave Gentlemen, 
Make 'em tame Fools, and Hobby-horſes, laugh and jeerat 
Such Men too, and ſo handſome and ſo noble, | 
That howſoe' er we ſeem'd to carry it 
Wou'd 'twere to do again. 
Lam. I do confeſs, Coufin, 
J was too harſh, too fooliſh. 
Ana. Do you feel it? 
Do you find it now? Take heed o'th' Puniſhment ; 
We might have had two gallant Gentlemen, 
Proper, young, O how it tortures me! 
Two Devils now, two Raſcals, two and twenty 
Lam. O think not fo. | 
Ana. Nay an we ſcape ſo modeſtly —— _ 
Lam. May webe worthy any Eyes, or Knowledge, 
When we are uſed thus? 
Ana. Why not? Why do you cry? 
Are we not Women ſtill? What were we made for ? 
Lam. But thus, thus baſely 
Ana. *Tis againſt our Wills, 
And if there come a thouſand ſo. 
Lam. Out on thee, 
Ana. Y ou are a Fool, what we cannot reſiſt, 
Why ſhould we grieve and bluſh for? There be Women, 
And they that bear the Name of excellent Women, 
Would give their whole Eſtates to meet this Fortunc- 
Lam: Hark, anew Noiſe, [New ſound witbin. 
Ana. Let em go on, I fear not, | 
If wrangling, fighting and ſcratching cannot preſe:ve me, 
Why ſo be it Couſin; if I be ordain'd 5 
To breed a race of Rogy s. 84 En- 
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Enter four over the Stage, with Beaupre and Verdone 
bound, and Halters about their Necks, © 

Lam. They come. Ana. Be firm, 

They are welcome. 

Lam. What Mask of Death is this? On my ti Brother. 
Ana. My Coz too; why now you're glorious — 
Lam. O ſhall we loſe our Honours? 

Ana. Let em go, 

When Death prepares the way, they are but Pageants 

Why muſt theſe dye? 

Beaup. Lament your own Misfortunes, 

We periſh happily before your Ruins. 

Ana. Has miſchief ne'er a Tongue? 

1 Gent. Yes fooliſh Woman, 

Our Captains will is Neath. 

Ana. You dare not do it. 

Tell thy baſe boiſterous Captain what I ay 

Thy lawleſs Captain, that he dares not; | 

Do you laugh you Rogue? You pamper'd Roger ? 
Lam. Good Sir, 

Good Couſin gently, as you're a Gentleman 
Ana. A Gentleman? A Slave, a Dog, t the Devil's Har- 
Lam. Sir, as you had a Mother. | (binger. 
Ana. He a Mother? 

Shame not the name of Mother, a ſhe Bear, 

A bloody old Wolf Bitch, a Woman Mother? 

Looks that rude lump, as if he had a Mother? 

Intreat him? Hang him; do thy worſt, thou dar'ſt not, 

Thou dar'ſt not wrong their Lives, thy Captain dares not, 

The 25 are Perſons of more Price. 

erd. Whatc'er we ſuffer 

Let not your Angers wrong you. 

Ana. You cannot ſuffer, 

The Men that do this deed muſt live' i'th Moon, 

Free from the gripe of Juſtice. 

Lam. Is i it not better? 

Ana. Is it not better? Let 'em go on n like Raſcals, 
And put falſe Faces on; they dare not do it; 
Flatter ſuch Scabs of Nature * 

Gent. Woman, Woman, 


The 
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The next work is with you. 
Ana. Unbind thoſe Gentlemen, 
And put their fatal Fortunes on our Necks. 
Lam. As you have Mercy do. 
Ana. As you are Monſters. (nours, 
Lam. Fright us no more with Ship-wrack of our Ho- 
Nor if there be a Guilt by us committed 
Let it endanger thoſe. 
Ana. | ſay they dare not, 
There be a thouſand Gallows's, ye Rogues, 
Tortures, ye bloody Rogues, W heels. 
Gent. Away. Lam. Stay. Ana. Stay. 
Stay and VII flatter too: Good ſweet-fac'd Gentlemen, 
You excellent in Honeſty ; O Kinſmen! 
O noble Kinſmen ! 


1297 


Gent. Away with 'em. [Ex. Ver. Beaup. and Gent. 


Ana. Stay yet. 


The Devil and his lovely Dam walk with you; 
Come fortifie your ſelf, if they do dye, 
Which all their ruggedneſs cannot rack into me, 
They cannor find an hour more Innocent, 
Nor more Friends to revenge em. : 
Enter Cleremont, diſgnis'd. 
Lam. Now ſtand conſtant, : 
For now our Tryal's come. 
Cler. This Beauty's mine, 
Your minute moves not yet. 
Lam. She ſinks, it Chriſtian, 
If any ſpark of noble heat 
Ger. Riſe, Lady, 
And fearleſs riſe, there's no diſhonour meant you, 
Do you know my Tongue? 
Ana. I have heard it. — 
Ger. Mark it better, 
I am one that loves you, fairly, nobly loves you, 
Look on my Face? Ana. O Sir? 
Cler. No more words, ſoftly 
Hark, but hark wiſely how, underſtand well, 
Suſpect not, fear not. 


Ana. You haye brought me comfort. 


. 
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 Cler. If you think me worthy of your Husband, 

I am no Rogue nor Beggar, if you dare do thus—— 
Ana. You are Monſieur Cleremont. 
Cler. I am the ſame, 


If you dare venture, ſpeak, if not 1 leave you, 


And leave you to the mercy of theſe Villains 
That will not woo ye much. 

Ana. Save my Reputation, 
And free me from theſe Slaves. 

Cler. By this Kiſs I'Il do it, 


And from the leaſt Diſhonour they dare aim at you; 


I have a Prieſt too, ſhall be ready. 
Aua. You are forward. 


Lam. Is this my conſtant Couſin? How ſhe whiſpers, 


_ Kiſſes and hugs the Thief! 


Ana. You'll offer nothing. 
Cler. Till all be ty'd, 
Not as I am a Gentleman. 
Ana. Can you relieve my Aunt too? P 
Cler, Not yet, Miſtreſs, 
But fear nothing, all ſhall be well; away 1 
It muſt be done i'thꝰ moment Ana. by am with ye, 
Cler. Ill know now who ſleeps by me, keep your ſtanding. 
[ Ex. Cler. and Anabel. 
Lam. Well go thy way, and thine own Shame dwell with 
Is this the Conſtancy ſhe ſhew'd, the Bravery? (thee. 
The dear Love and the Life ſhe ow'd her Kinſmen? 
O brave Tongue, valiai t glorious Woman? | 
Is this the noble Anger you arriv'd at? | 


Are theſe the Thieves you ſcorn'd,the Rogues you rail'dat? 


The ſcabs and ſcums of Nature? O fair Modeſty, 
Excellent Virtue, whither art thou fled? _ 

What Hand O Heav'n is over us, when ſtrong Virgins 
Yield to their fears, and to their fears their Fortunes ? 
Never belief come near me more; farewel, Wench, 


- A long farewel from all that ever knew thee: 


My turn is next, I am reſoly'd, it comes, 
But in a r Shape, ha? 
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| Enter Dinant. 

Din. Bleſs ye, Lady. 1775 

Lam. Indeed Sir, 1 had need of many Bleſſings, 
For all the Hours I have had fince I came here, 
Have been ſo many Curſes: How got you Liberty? 
For I preſume you come to comfort me. 

Din. To comfort you, and love you, 'tis moſt true, 
My Bondage was as yours, as full of bitterneſs, 

And cvery hour my Death. 
Lam. Heav'n was your comfort. 

Din. Till the laſt Evening, fitting full of ſadneſs, 
Wailing, ſweet Miſtreſs, your unhappy Fortunes, 
(Mine own I had the leaſt care of) round about me 
The Captain and the Company ſtood gaping, 

When | began the ſtory of my Love 
To you fair Saint, and with ſo full a Sorrow _ 
Follow'd.cach point, that even from thoſe rude Eyes, 
That never knew what Fity meant or Mercy, 
There ſtole down ſoft relentings : Take heed Miſtreſs, 
And let not ſuch unholy Hearts outdo you, 
The ſoft-plum'd God will ſee again; thus taken, 
As Men transform'd with the ftrange Tale I told, 
They ſtood amaz'd, then bid me riſe and live, 
Take liberty and means to ſee your Perſon, 
And wiſht me proſperous in your Love; wiſh you ſo, 
Be wiſe and loving Lady, ſhew but you ſo. 

Lam. O Sir, are theſe fit hours to talk of Love in? 
Shall we make Fools of our Afflictions? 
Can any thing ſound ſweetly in mine Ears, 
Where all the noiſe of bloody horror 1s? | 
My Brother, and my Couſin, they are dead, Sir, 
Dead, baſely dead, is this an Age to fool in? 
And I my ſelf, I know not what I ſhall be, 
Yet I muſt thank you, and if happily 8 
You had ask'd me Yefterday, when theſe were living, 
And my Fears leſs, I might have hearkned to you. 

Din. Peace to your Grief, I bind you-to your word. 
Enter Cleremont, Anabel. Beaupre, Verdone, 

Cuharlote, Nurſe, and the two Gentlemen. 
Lam. How? Do you Conjure? 

* EY Din. 
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Din, Not to raiſe dreadful Apparitions, Madam, 
But ſuch as you would gladly ſee. 
Lam. My Brother, and Nephew living? 
Beaup. And both owe their Lives 
To the favour of theſe Gentlemen. 
 Verd. Who deſerve 
Our Service, and for us, your gracious Thanks. 
Lam. Which 1 give freely, and become a Suitor, 
To be hereafter more familiar [ Kiſs. 
With ſuch great Worth and Virtue, 
1 Gent. Ever think us 
Your Servants, Madam. | 
Cler. Why if thou wilt needs know 
How we are freed, I will diſcover it, 
And with Laconick Brevity : Theſe Gentlemen 
'This Night encountring with thoſe Outlaws that 
Yeſterday made us Priſoners, and as we were 
Atteinpted by 'em, they with greater Courage, 
(I am ſure with better Fortune) not alone 
Guarded themſelves, but forc'd the bloody Thieves, 
Being got between them and this helliſh Cave, 
For 25 of their lives, to fly up higher 
Into the Woods, all left to their Poſſeſſion; 
This ſav'd your Brother and your Nephew from 
The Gibbet, this redeem'd me from my Chains, 
And gave my Friend his Liberty, this preſerv'd 
Your Honour ready to be loſt. ; 
Din. But that | 
I know this for a Lie, and that the Thieves 
And Gentlemen, are the ſame Men, by my practice 
Suborn'd to this, he does deliver it 
With ſuch a conſtant Brow, that I am doubtful, 
I ſhould believe him too. 
1 Gent, If we did well, 
We are rewarded. | 
2 Gent. Thanks but takes away 
From what was freely purpos d. 
_ - Cler. Now by this Hand, 
You have ſo cunningly diſcharg'd. your parts, 
That while we liye, reſt confident you ſhall 


Command 


N% 
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Command Dinant andCleremont z nor Beaupre 
Nor Yerdone ſcents it: For the Ladies, they 
Were eaſie to be gull'd, 

1 Gent. J was but a jeſt, | 
And yet the Jeſt may chance to break our Necks 
Should it be known. 

Cler. Fear nothing. Din. Cleremont, 

Say, what Succeſs ? 

Cler. As thou wouldſt wiſh, 'tis done, Lad, 
The Grove will witneſs with me, that this Night 
I lay not like a block: But how ſpeed you ? 
Din. Iyet am in ſuſpence, deviſe ſome means 

To get theſe off, and ſpeedily. 

Cler. J have it; . 
Come, we are dull, I think that the good Fellows, 
Our Predeceſſors in this Place, were not 
So fooliſh and improvident Husbands, but 
"Twill yield us Meat and Wine. 

1 Gent, Lets ranſack it, 

*Tis ours now by the Law. 

Cler. How ſay you ſweet one, | 
Have you an Appetite? Ana. To walk again 
I'th' Woods, if you think fit, rather than Eat. 

Cler. A little reſpite prethee; nay bluſh not, 
You ask but what's your own, and warrantable: 
Monſieur Beaupre, Verdone, 

W hat think you of the Motion? 

Verd. Lead the way. 

Beaup. We follow willingly. 

Cler. When you ſhall think fit. 
We will expect you. [Ex. all but Din. and Lam. 

Din. Now be Miſtreſs of Your promiſe, Lady. 

Lam. "Twas to give you hearing. 

Din. But that word hearing did include a Grant, 
And you muſt make it good. | 

Lam. Muſt? Din. Muſt and ſhall, . 

T will be fool'd no more, you had your Tricks; 
Made Properties of me, and of my Friend; 
Preſum'd upon your Power, and whip'd me with 
The Rod of mine own Dotage: Do not flatter 
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Your ſelf with hope, that any human help Tok 
Can free you, and for aid by miracle | 
A baſe unthankful Woman is unworthy. 
Lam. You will not force me? 
Din. Rather than enjoy * 3 9 
With your conſent, becauſe | will torment you; 
I'll make you feel the effects of abus'd Love, 
And glory in your Torture. 
Lam. Brother, Nephew, 
Help, help, for Heav'ns ſake. 
| Din. Tear your Throat, cry louder, | 
| Though every Leaf, theſe Trees bear, were an Eccho, 
And ſummon'd in your beſt Friends to redeem you, 
It ſhould be fruitleſs: Tis not that I love you, 
| Or value thoſe Delights you prize ſo high, 
| That I'll enjoy you; a French Crown will buy 
| More ſport, and a Companion, to whom 
| You in your beſt trim are an Æthiqp. 
Lam, Forbear me then. 
Din. Not fo, I'll do't in ſpite, a 
And break that ſtubborn diſobedient Will, 
That hath ſo long held out, that boaſted Honour 
J will make equal with a common Whore's; 
I) be ſpring of Chaſtity, that fed your Pride, 
| 


And grew into a River of Vain-glory, 
J will defile with mud, the mud of Luſt, Y 
And make it loathſome even to Goats. 3 
Lam. O Heav'n! 

No pity Sir? Din. Vou taught me to be eruel, 
And dare you think of Mercy? I'll tell thee Fool, 
Thoſe that ſurpriz'd thee were my Inſtruments; 
I can plot too, good Madam, you ſhall find it: 
And in the ſtead of licking of my Fingers, 
Kneeling and whining like a Boy new breech'd, 
To get a Toy forſooth, not worth an Apple, 

1 5 Thus make my way, and with Authority. 
Command what I would have. 


Lam. I am loſt for ever: TT 
Good Sir, I do confeſs my fault, my groſs fault, 
And yield my ſelf up, miſerable guilty 3 22 aa.” 
| © | Et *hus 


Be but ſo beaten; forward my brave Clients, 
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Thus kneeling I confeſs, you cannot ſtudy 
Sufficient Puniſhments to load me with; 


I am in your power, and I confeſs again, 


You cannot be too cruel: If there be, 
Beſides the loſs of my long guarded Honour, 
Any thing elſe to make the Ballanee even, 
Pray put it in, all hopes, all helps have left me; 
I am girt round with Sorrow, Hell's about me, 
And Raviſhment the leaſt that I can look for, 
Do what you pleaſe. 
Din. Indeed I will do nothing, 
Nor touch nor hurt you, Lady, nor had ever 
Such a lewd purpoſe. - 7 3 
Lam. Can there be ſuch Goodneſs | | 
And in a Man ſo injur'd? ES 
Din. Be confirm'd in't. 
I ſeal it thus: I muſt confeſs you vex'd me, 
In fooling me ſo often, and thoſe fears oy 
You threw upon me call'd for a requital, 
W hich now I have return'd, all unchaſt Love 
Dinant thus throws away; live to Mankind, 
As you have done to me, and I will honour 
Your Virtue, and no more think of your Beauty. 
Lam. All I poſſeſs comes ſhort of ſatisfaction. 
Din. No Complements: The Terrors of this Night 


Imagine but a fearful Dream, and fo 


With eaſe forget it: For Dinant, that labour'd 
To blaſt your Honour, is a Champion for it, 
And will protect and guard it. 
Lam. Tis as fate then, 
As if a compleat Army undertook it. [ Exeunt. 
Enter La-writ, Sampſon, and Clients. 
La-writ. Do not perſwade me, gentle Monſieur Sampſon, 
I am a mortal Man again, a Lawyer, 
My martial part I have put off, 
Sam. Sweet Monſieur, _ 
Let but our Honours teach us. 
La-writ. Monſieur Sampſon. 
My honourable Friend, my valiant Friend, 
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I am yours, and you are mine again; be but fo thraſht, 
Receive that egos pn: with a Cudgel. 
Samp. W hich calls upon us for a Reparation. 
La-writ I have, it coſt me half a Crown, I bear it 
All over me, I bear it, Monſieur Sampſon ; 5 
The Oyls, and rhe old Woman that repairs to me; 
To 'noint my beaten Body. | | be 
Samp. It concerns you, 
You have been ſwing'd. 
La- writ. Let it concern thee too; 
Go and be beaten, ſpeak icurvy words, as I did; 
Speak to that Lion Lord, waken his Anger, 
And have a hundred Baſtinado's, doz 
Three broken Pates, thy Tecth knock'd out, do, Sampſon, 
Thy valiant Arms and Legs beaten to Poulteſſes, 
Do ſilly Sampſon, do. 925 
1 Cli. Vou wrong the Gentleman, 
To put him out of Tis right Mind thus: 
You wrong us, and our Cauſes. 
La-writ. Down with him, Gentlemen, 
Turn him, and beat him, if he break our Peace, 
Then v hen thou haſt been lam'd, thy ſmall Guts periſh'd, 
Then talk tome, before I ſcorn thy Counſel, 
Feel what I feel, and let my Lord repair thee. 
Samp. And can the brave La-writ———— 
2 (li. Tempt him no further, 
Be warn'd, and ſay no more. 5 
La-writ. If thou do'ſt, Sampſon, 
Thou ſeeſt my Mirmidons, III let *em looſe, 
That in a moment —— _ 
Samp. I ſay nothing, Sir, but I could wiſh —— 
La-writ. They ſhall deftroy thee wiſhing 3 
There's ne'er a Man of theſe but have loft ten Cauſes, 
Dearer than ten Mens Lives; Tempr, and thou dieſt: 
Go home, and imile upon my Lord, thine Uncle, 
Take Mony of the Men thou mean'ſt to cozen, 
Drink W ine, and eat good Meat, and live diſcreetly, 
Talk little, 'tis an Antidote againſt a beating; (Placket, 
Keep thy Hand from thy Sword, and from thy Laundreſs 
And thou wilt live long. — _ 2 
| Y en. 
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1 Chi. Give Far, and be inſtruct d. X 
La-writ. I find Iam wiſer than a Juſtice of Peace now, 
Give me the Wiſdom that's beaten into a Man | 
Thar fticks ſtill by him: Art thou a new Man? 
Sam. Yes, yes, e 
Thy learned Precepts have inchanted me. 
. Go, my Son Sampſon, I have now begot thee, 
I'll fend thee Cauſes; ſpeak to thy Lord, and live, 
And lay my ſhare by, go and live in peace, 
Put on new Suits, and ſhew fit for thy Place; 
That Man neglects his Living, is an Aſs: { Exit Samp. 
Farewel; come chearily Boys, about our Fuſineſs, 
Now welcome Tongue again, hang Swords. 
1 Cli. Sweet Advocate. Exeunt. 
Euter Nurſe, and Charlotte. 7 
Nurſe, I know not, Wench, they may call 'em what they 
Out-laws, or Thieves, but 1 am ſute, to me (will, 
One was an honeſt Man, he us'd me well; 
What I did, 'tis no matter, he complain'd nor. 
Cher. 1 muſt confeſs there was one bold with me too, 
Some coy thing would ſay rude, but 'tis no matter; 
I was to pay a Waiting-woman's Ranſome, 8s 
And I have don't, and I would pay't again, 
Were I ta'en to morrow. | 
Nurſe. Alas! there was no hurt, bh: 
If't be a Sin for ſuch as live at hard Meat, 
And keep a long Lent in the Woods, as they do, 
To taſte a little Fleſh. | | 
Char. God help the Courtiers, | 
That lie at rack and manger. Nur. I ſhall love 
A Thief the better for this while 1 live, 
They are Men of a charitable Vocation, 
And g ve where there is need, and with diſcretion, 
And put a good ſpeed penny in my Purſe, 
That has been empty twenty Years. 
Char, Peace, Nurſe, 
Farewel, and cry not roaſt Meat; methinks Cleremon? 
And my Lady Annabel, are in one Night 
Familiarly acquainted. Nur. I obſerve it, 
If The have got a penny too. 
Fot- HL 
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Enter Vertaign, Champernel, and Provoſt. 
 Charl. No more, 
My Lord Monſieur Yertaign, the Provoſt too, 
* Haſte and acquaint my Lady. Ex. Nur. and Char. 
Pro. Wonderous ſtrange. | 
Vert. "Tis true, Sir, on my Credit. 
Cham. On mine Honour. 
Pro, I have been Provoſt-Marſhal twenty Years, 
And have truſſed up a thouſand of theſe Raſcals, 
But ſo near Paris yet I never met with 
One of that Brotherhood. 
Cbam. We to our coſt have; 
But will you ſearch the Wood? Pro. It is beſet, 
They cannot *ſcape us, nothing makes me wonder 
So much, as having you within their Power 
They let you go; it was a Courteſie, 
That French Thieves uſe not often; I much pity 
The gentle Ladies, yet I know not how, | 
I rather hope than fear. > 
Enter Dinant, Cleremont, Verdone, Beaupre, 
Lamira, Annabel, Charlotte, and Nurſe. 
Are theſe the Priſoners? Din. We were ſuch. 
Verd. Kill me not, exceſs of Joy. . 
Cbam. 1 ſee thou liveſt, but haſt thou had no foul play? 
Lam. No, on my Soul, my uſage hath been noble, 
Far from all Violence. | 
Cham. How were you freed ? 


But Kiſs me firſt, we'll talk of that at leiſure, 


TI am glad I have thee; Niece, how you keep off, 
As you knew me not? Ana. Sir, I am where 
I owe moſt Duty. Cler. Tis indeed moſt true, Sir, 
The Man that ſhould have been your Bedfellow, 
Your Lordihip's Bedfellow, that could not ſmell out 
A Virgin of ſixteen, that was your Foo] | 
To make you merry, this poor {imple Fellow 
Has met the Maid again, and now ſhe knows 
He is a Man. Cbam. How! is ſhe diſhonoured? 
Cler. Not unleſs Marriage be diſhonourable, 
Heav'n is a witneſs of our happy Contract, 
And the next Prieſt we meet ſhall warrant it = 
| | 0 
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To all the World: I lay with her in Jeſt, 
'Tis turn'd to Earneſt now. 
Cham. Is this true, Niece ? 
Din. Her bluſhing Silence grants it; nay, Sir, ſtorm 


He is my Friend, and I can make this good, (not, 


His Birth and Fortunes equal hers; your Lordſhip 
Might have ſought out a worſe, we are all Friends too, 
All Differences end thus. Now Sir, unleſs 
You would raiſe new Diſſentions, make perfect 
What is ſo well begun. 
Vert. That were not manly. 
Lam. Let me perſuade you. 
Cham. Well, God give you joy, 
She ſhall not come a Beggar to you, Sir. | 
For you, Monſieur Dinant, e er ng Il ſhew you 
Another Niece, to this not much inferior; ; 
As you ſhall like, proceed. 
Din. I thank you, Sir. 
Cham. Back then to Paris : Well that Travel ends 


That makes of deadly Enemies perfect Friends. 
7 [ Exeunt omnes: 
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EPILOGUE. 


Getlemen, 


I Am ſent forth to enquire what you decree 
Of us, and of our Poets; they will be 

This Night exceeding merry, ſo will we, Q 
If you approve their Labours. They profeſs 
Tou are their Patrons, and we ſay no leſs : 
Reſolve us then, for you can only tell 
Whether we have done id'ly, or done well. 
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PVALENTINIAN. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 
7 Alentinian, Emperor of Rome. 


Acius, the Emperor's Loyal General. 
Balbus, 


Proculus, ( Four Noble Panders, and Flatterers to 


Chilax, the Emperor. 

Licinius, 

Maximus, 4 great Soldier, Husband to Lucina. 
Lycias, an Eunuch. | 

Pontius, an honeſt Caſhier'd Centurion. 


N ro bold and faithful Eunuths, Servants 
Aretus, $ to Mcius. 


Afranius, an eminent Captain, 


Paulus, a Poet. 


Licippus, 4 Courtier, 


WOMEN. 


Eudoxia, Empreſs, | Wife t to Valentinian. 


Lucina, the chaſt abuſed Wife of Maximus. 
Claudi 
Farellaa Lena, Waiting We 
Ardelia, 


Phorb * tuo of the Emperor 5 Bawde. | 


7 Three Senators, "TRUE ſciant, Kae, and Sol. 
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Enter Balbus, Proculus, Chilax and Licinius. 


BALBUS. 


Never ſaw the like, ſhe's no more ſtir'd, 
No more another Woman, no morealter'd, 
With any hopes or promiſes laid to her, 
Let 'em be nc'er ſo weighty, neer ſo win- 
ning, (Legs. 
Than I am with the motion of my own 


ol 


i [7 Hg, IP 
itt Nl DD 


Pro. Chilax, 
You are a Stranger yet in theſe deſigns, 
At leaſt in Rowe; tell me, and tell me truth, 
Did you &er know in all your courſe of practice, 
In all the ways of Woman you have run through, 
(For I preſume you have been brought up, Chilax, 
As we, to fetch and carry.) 5 
Chi. Af apo ſo. 3 
Pro. Did you, I ſay again, in all this progreſs, 
Ever N ſuch „ : FT 
Ever fo rare a Creature, and no doubt, 
| 8 One 
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One that muſt know her worth too, and affect it, 
Ay and be flatter'd, elſe *tis none; and honeſt? 
Honelt againſt the tide of all Temptations, 

Honeſt to one Man, to her Husband only, 

And yet not eighteen, not of Age to know 

W hy the is honeit ? 

Chi, I confels it freely, "RE 

I never ſaw her fellow, nor e'er ſhall : 

For all our Gracian Dames, all I have try'd, 

(And ſure I have try'd a hundred, if I ſay two 

I ſpeak within my compals) all theſe Beauties, 
And all the conſtancy of all theſe Faces, 

| Maids, Widows, Wives, of what degree or calling, 
So they be Greeks, and fat, ſor there's my cunning, 
] would undertake and not ſweat for't, Preculus, 
Were they to try again, ſay twice as many, 

Under a thouſand Pound, to lay 'em Bedrid 

But this Wench ſtaggers me. 

Lyc. Do you ſee theſe Jewels? 

You would think theſe pretty baits ; now Pl aſſure ye 
Here's half the Wealth of Aſia. 

Bal. Theſe are nothing 
To the full Honours I propounded to her; 

J bid her think, and be, and preſegtly 
W hatever her Ambition, whar the SEED 

Of others would add to her, what her Dreams 

Could more enlarge, what any Preſident 

Of any Woman riſing up to glory, 

And ſtanding certain there, and in the higheſt, 

Could give her more, nay, to be Empreſs, 

Pro. And cold at all theſe Offers? 

Bal. Cold as Chriltal, 1 
Never to be thaw'd again. 

Chi. I try'd her further, 

And ſo far, that I think ſhe is no Woman, 

At leaſt as Women go now. | 
Lyc. Why what did you? 

Chi. J offer'd that, that had ſhe been but Miſtreſs 
Of as much Spleen as Doves have, I had reach'd her; 
A ſafe Revenge of all that ever hate her, 120 | 
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The crying down for ever of all Beauties 
That may be thought come near her. 

Pro. I hat was pretty. 

Chi. I never knew that way fail; yet I'll tell ye 
I offer'd her a Gift beyond all yours, 

That, that had made a Saint ſtarr, well conſider'd; 
The Law to be her Creature, ſhe to make it, 

Her Mouth to give it, every Creature living 

From her Aſpect to draw their good or evil, 

Fix'd in 'em ſpight of Fortune; a new Nature 

She ſhould be call'd, and Mother of all Ages, 
Time ſhould be hers, and what ſhe did lame Virtue 
Should bleſs to all Poſterities: Her Air 

Should give us life, her Earth'and W ater feed us ; 
And laſt, to none but to the Emperor, 

(And then but when ſhe pleas'd to have it ſo,) 

She ſhould be held for mortal. 

Lys. And ſhe heard you? 

Chr. Yes, as a ſick Man hears a noiſe, or he 
That ſtands condemn'd his Judgment; let me periſh, 
But if there can be Virtue, if that Name 
Be any thing but Name and empty Title, 

If it be ſo as Fools have been pleas'd to feign it, 
A Power that can preſerve us after Aſhes, 
And make the Names of Men out-reckon Ages; 
This Woman has a God of Virtue in her. 

Bal. 1 would the Emperor were that God. 

Chi. She has in her 
All the contempt of Glory and vain ſeeming 
Of all the Szoicks, all the Truth of Chriſtians, 
And all their Conſtancy: Modeſty was made 
When ſhe was firſt intended: When ſhe bluſhes 
It is the holieſt thing to look upon; 

The pureſt Temple of her Sect, that ever 
Made Nature a bleſt Founder. 

Pro. Is there no way 
To take this Phenix? 

Lyc. None but in her Aſhes. 

chi. If ſhe were fat, or any way inclining, 

To Eaſe or Pleaſure, or affected Glory, 
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Proud to be ſeen and worſhip'd, 'twere a venture 

But on my Soul ſhe's chaſter than cold Camphire. 
Bal. I think fo too; for all the ways of Woman, 

Like a full Sail, ſhe bears againſt: I ask'd her 

After my many Offers, walking with her, 

And her as many down-denials, how 


If the Emperor, grown mad with Love, ſhould force her; 


She pointed to a Lucrece, that hung by, 

And with an angry look, that from her Eyes 
Shot Veſtal fire againſt me, ſhe departed. 

Pro. This is the firſt Wench I was ever pos'd in, 
Yet I have brought young loving things together 
This two and thirty Year. | 

Cbi. I find by this Wench 

The Calling of a Bawd to be a ſtrange, 

A wiſe, and ſubtle Calling; and for none 

But ſtaid, diſcreet, and underſtanding People: 

And, as the Tutor to great Alexander . 

Would ſay, a young Man ſhould not dare to read 

His Moral Books, till after five and twenty; 

So muſt that he or ſhe, that will be bawdy, 

(I mean diſcreetly bawdy, and be truſted) 

If they will rife, and gain Experience, 

Well ſteept in Years, and Diſcipline, begin it, 

I take it *tis no Boys play. 155 
Bal. Well, what's thought of? 

Pho. The Emperor muſt know it. 
Lyc. If the Women ſhould chance to fail too. 


\ 


Chi. As *tis ten to one. (chaſe ? 
Pro. Why what remains, but new Nets for the pur- 


Chi. Let's go conſider then; and if all fail, 


This is the firft quick Eel, that fav'd her Tail. [ Exe. 


S 8-40.0 1. 


Enter Lucina, Ardelia, and Phorba. 
Ard. You til] inſiſt upon that Idol, Honour, 
Can it renew your Vouth, can it add Wealth, 


That takes off Wrinkles; can it draw Mens Eyes 


Jo gaze upon you in your Age? Can Honour, 
That truly is a Saint to none but Soldiers, 


And 
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And look'd into, bears no Reward but Danger, 
Leave you the moſt reſpected Perſon living? 
Or can the common kiſſes of a Husband, 
(Which to a ſprightly Lady is a labour) 
Make ye almoſt Immortal? Ye are cozen'd, 
The Honour of a Woman is her Praiſes 
The way to get theſe, to be ſeen, and ſought too, 
And not to bury ſuch a happy Sweetneſs 
Under a ſmoaky Roof. 
Luc. VI hear no more. 
Phor. That White, and Red, and all that bleſſed Beauty, 
Kept from the Eyes, that make it fo, is nothing: 
Then you are rarely fair, when Men proclaim it; 
The Phenix, were ſhe never ſeen, were doubted, 
That moſt unvalued Horn the Unicorn 
Bears to oppoſe the Huntſman, were it nothing 
But Tale, and meer Tradition, would help no Man; 
But when the Virtue's known, the Honour's doubled : 
Virtue is either lame, or not at all, 
And Love a Sacrilege, and not a Saint, 
When it bars up the way to Mens Petitions. 
Ard. Nay, ye ſhall love your Husband too; we come not 
To make a Monſter of ye. 
Luc. Are ye Women? | | 
Ard. You'll find us fo, and Women you ſhall thanktoo, 
If you have Grace to make your ule. 
Luc. Fye on ye. 
Phor. Alas, poor baſhful Lady! By my Soul, 
Had ye no other Virtue but your Bluſhes, 
And Ia Man, 1 ſhould run mad for thoſe : 
How daintily they ſer her off, how ſweetly! 
Ard. Come Goddeſs, come, you move too near the Earth, 
It muſt not be, a better Orb ſtays for you: 
Here; be a Maid, and take em. 
Luc. Pray leave me. | 
Phor. That were a fin, ſweet Lady, and a way 
To make us guilty of your Melancholy; 
You muſt not be alone; in Converſation = 
Doubts are reſolv'd, and what ſticks near the Conſcience 
Made eaſie, and allowable. | 
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1316 The Tragedy of Valentinian. 
Luc. Ye are Devils. 


Ard. That you may one day bleſs for your damnation, 
Luc. I charge ye in the name of Chaſtity, 
Tempt me no more; how ugly ye ſeem to me? 
There is no wonder Men defame our Sex, 
And lay the Vices of all Ages on us, 
When ſuch as you ſhall bear the Names of Women: 
If ye had Eyes to ſee your ſelves, or Senſe 
Above the baſe Rewards ye play the Bawds for; 
It ever in your lives ye heard of Goodneſs, 
Though many Regions off, as Men hear Thunder; 
If ever ye had Mothers, and they Souls; 
If ever Fathers, and not ſuch as you are; 
If ever any thing were conſtant in you, 
Beſide your Sins, or coming but your Courſes, 
If ever any of your Anceſtors | 
Dy'd worth a noble deed, that would be cheriſh'd, 
Soul-frighted with this black Infection, 
You would run from one another, to Repentance, 
And from your guilty Eyes drop out thoſe Sins, 
That made ye blind, and Beaſts. 
Phor. Ye ſpeak well, Lady; 
A ſign of fruitful Education, 
If your religious Zeal had Wiſdom with it. 
Ard. This Lady was ordain'd to bleſs the Empire, 
And we may all give thanks for't. 
Phor. | believe ye. 
Ard. If any thing redeem the Emperor 
From his wild flying Courſes, this is ſhe; 
She can inſtruct him, if ye mark; ſhe is wiſe too. 
Phor, Exceeding wiſe, which is a wonder in her, 
And ſo religious, that I well believe, 
Though ſhe would ſin ſhe cannot. 
Ard. And beſides, 
She has the Empire's Cauſe in hand, not Love's; 
There lies the main Conſideration, 8 
For which ſhe is chiefly born, | 
Phor. She finds that point 


Stronger than we can tell her, and believe it 
I look by her means for a Reformation, 
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And ſuch a one, and ſuch a rare way carried, 
That all the World ſhall wonder at. 

Ard. *Tis true; | 
I never thought the Emperor had Wiſdom, 
Pity, or fair Aﬀection to his Country, 

Till he profeſt this Love: Gods give 'em Children, 
Such as her Virtues merit, and his Zeal. 

I look to ſee a Numa from this Lady, 

Or greater than Odavins. 

Phor. Do you mark too, | 
Which is a noble Virtue; how ſhe bluſhes, 

And what a flowing Modeſty runs through her, 
When we but name the Emperor ? | 
Ard. But mark it, 
Yes, and admire it too ; for ſhe conſiders, 
Though ſhe be fair as Heav'n, and virtuous 
As holy Truth, yet to the Emperor | 
She is a kind of nothing but her Service, 
Which ſhe 1s bound to offer, and ſhe'll do it; 
And when her Country's Cauſe commands Aﬀection, 
She knows Obedience is the Key of Virtues ; 
Then fly the Bluſhes out like Cupid's Arrows: 
And though the tye of Marriage to her Lord 
Would fain cry, Stay Lucina ; yet the Cauſe, 
And general Wiſdom of the Prince's Love, 
Makes her find ſurer Ends, and happier ; 
And if the firſt were chaſte, this is twice doubled. 

Phor. Her Tartneſs unto us too. 

Ard. That's a wiſe one. 

Phor. I rarely like, it ſhews a riſing Wiſdom, 
That chides all common Fools as dare enquire 
What Princes would have private. 

Ard. W hat a Lady 
Shall we be bleſt to ſerve ? 

Luc. Go, get ye from me. | 
Ye are your Purſes Agents, not the Prince's : 

Is this the virtuous Lore ye train'd me out too ? 
Am I a Woman fit to imp your Vices ? 

But that I had a Mother, and a Woman, 
Whoſe eyer-living Fame turns all it touches, 
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Into the good it ſelf is, I ſhould now 
Even doubt my ſelf, I have been ſearch'd fo near 
The very ſoul of Honour: Why ſhould you two, 
That happily have been as chaſt as I am, 
Fairer I think by much, for yet your Faces, 
Like ancient well-built Piles, ſhew worthy Ruins, 
After that Angel-Age, turn mortal Devils? 
For ſhame, for Woman-hood, for what ye have been, 
For rotten Cedars have born goodly Branches; 
=_ If ye have hope of any Heav'n, but Court, 
= Which like a Dream, you'll find hereafter yaniſh, 
= Or at the beſt, but ſubject to Repentance, 
4 Study no more to be ill ſpoken of; 
* Let Women live themſelves; if they muſt fall, 
Their own Deſtruction find em, not your Feavers. 
Ard. Madam, ye are ſo excellent in all, 
And ] muſt tell it you with admiration, 
So true a Joy ye have, ſo ſweet a Fear, 
And when ye come to Anger, tis ſo noble, 
That for mine own Part, I could till offend, 
. | To hear you angry; Women that want that, 
| 8 And your way guided (elſe I count it nothing) 
4 Alre either Fools or Cowards, | 
Phor. She were a Miſtreſs for no private Greatneſs, 
Could ſhe not frown a raviſh'd Kiſs from Anger: E 
And ſuch an Anger as this Lady learns us, . 
Stuck with ſuch pleaſing Dangers, Gods, I ask ye, ? 
W hich of ye all could hold from ? g 
Hie. perceive ye, - ©  - 8 
* Your own dark Sins dwell with ye, and that Price 
You ſell the Chaſtity of modeſt Waves at, 
Runs to Diſeaſes with your Bones: I ſcorn ye, 
And all the Nets ye have pitch'd to catch my Virtues, 
Like Spiders Webs, I ſweep away before me. 
Go, tell the Emperor, ye have met a Woman, ; 
That neither his own Perſon, which is God-like, ; 
The World he rules, nor what that World can purchaſe, | 
, Nor all the Glories ſubject to a Ceſar, My. 
The Honours that he offers for my Body, 
The Hopes, Gifts, ejerlaſting Flatteries, 


* 


Nor 
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Nor any thing that's his, and apt to tempt me, 

No, not to be the Mother of the Empire, 

And Queen of all the holy Fires he worſhips, 

Can make a W hore of. 
Ard. You miſtake us, Lady. 
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Lic. Yet, tell him this has thus much weaken'd me, 
That I have here his Knaves, and you his Matrons, 
Fit Nurſes for his Sins, which Gods forgive me, 


But ever to be leaning to his Folly, 
Or to be brought to love his Luſt, aſſure him, 


And from her Mouth, whoſe Life ſhall make it certain, 


I never can : I have a Noble Husband, 
Pray tell him that too, yet a Noble Name, 


A Noble Family, and laſt a Conſcience : 
Thus much for your Anſwer : For your ſelves, 


Youhaveliv'd the Shame of Women, dye the better. Exit. 


Phor. What's now to do? 

Ard. Even as ſhe ſaid, to dye, 
For there's no living here, and Women thus, 
I am ſure for us two. 

Phor. Nothing ſtick upon her? 


Ard. Wehaveloſta Maſs of Mony; well Dame Virtue, 


Vet ye may halt, if good Luck ſerve. 

_ Phor. Worms take her, t 

She has almoſt ſpoil'd our Trade. 
Ard. So Godly! 

This is ill Breeding, Phorba. 

Phor. If the Women 


And ſhe Convert em all! 
Ard. That may be, Phorba; 
But if it be, I'll have the young Men gelded : 


There is a certain Seaſon, if we hit, 
That Women may be rid without a Bit. 


n 


Euter Maximus and X#.cius. 


That they fall off ſo faſt from this wild Man, 


Shou d have a longing now to ſce this Monſter, 


Come, let's go think, ſhe muſt not ſcape us thus; 


Exeunt 


- Max, I cannot blame the Nations, noble Friend, 


When 
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When (under our Allegiance be it ſpoken, 
And the moſt happy tye of our Affections) (Virtue, 
The World's Weight groans beneath him; where lives 
Honour, Diſcretion, Wiſdom ? Who are clad, 
And choſen to the ſteering of the Empire, 
But Bauds, and ſinging Girls? O my Æcius! 
The Glory of a Soldier, and the Truth | 
Of Men made up for goodneſs ſake, like Shells, 
Grow to the ragged Walls for want of Action: 
Only your happy ſelf, and I that love ye, 
Which is a larger Means to me than Fayour. (Truths, 
QAcius. No more, my worthy Friend, though theſe be 
And though theſe Truths would ask a Reformation, 
At leaſt, a little ſquaring; yet remember 
We are but Subjects, Maximus ; Obedience 
To what is done, and Grief for what is ill done, 
Is all we can call ours: The Hearts of Princes 
Are like the Temples of the Gods; pure Incence, 
Until unhallowed Hands defile thoſe Offerings, 
Burns ever there; we muſt not put em out, 
Becauſe the Prieſts that touch thoſe Sweets are wicked; 
We dare not, deareſt Friend, nay more, we cannot, 
While we conſider why we are, and how, 
To what Laws bound, much more to what Law-giver ; 
Whilſt Majeſty is made to be obey'd, 
And not inquir'd into, whilſt Gods and Angels 
Make bur a Rule as we do, though a ſtricter; 
Like deſperate and unſeaſon'd Fools, let fly 
Our killing Angers, and forſake our Honours. 
Max. My noble Friend, from whoſe Inſtructions 
I never yet took Surfeit, weigh but thus much, 
Nor think I ſpeak it with Ambition, 
For by the Gods I do not; why Acirs, 
Why are we thus, or how become thus wretched? N 
Accius, You'll fall again into your Fit. 
Max. I will not. 
Or are we now no more the Sons of Romans, 
No more the followers of their happy Fortunes, 
But conquer'd Gault, or Quivers for the Partbians? 
Why is this Fanperors this Man we honour, = 
his 


The Tragedy of Valentinian. 1321 
This God that ought to be? 1 


Aci. You are too curious. IE | 
Max. Good, give me leave, why is this Author of us? 
Aci. ] dare not hear ye ſpeak thus. 
Max. I'll be modeſt; | 

Thus led away, thus vainly led away 

And we Beholders, miſconceive me not, 

| ſow no Danger in my Words ; but wherefore, 

And to what end, are we the Sons of Fathers 
Famous, and faſt ro Rome? Why are their Virtues 

Stamp'd in the Dangers of a thouſand Battels 

For goodnels ſake ; their Honours, time out daring ? 

I thank for our Example. SW | 
Aci. Ye ſpeak nobly. | | 
Max. Why are we Seeds of theſe then, to ſhake Hands 

With Bawds and baſe Informers, kiſs Diſcredit, 

And court her like a Miſtreſs ? Pray, your leave yet 

Yowll ſay the Emperor is young, and apt 

To take Impreſſion rather from his Pleaſures, 

Than any conſtant Worthineſs, it may be. 

But, why do theſe, the People call his Pleaſures, 

Exceed the Moderation of a Man? © 

Nay, to fay juſtly Friend, why are they Vices, 

And ſuch as thake our Worths with Foreign Nations? 
Aei. You ſearch the Sore too deep, and I mult tell ye, 

In any other Man this had been boldneſs, 

And io rewarded ; pray depreſs your Spirit; 

For though I conſtantly: believe ye honeſt, 

Ye were no Friend-for me elſe, and what now 

Ye freely ſpake, but good ye owe to th' Empire, 

Yet take heed worthy Maximus, all Ears 

Hear not with that Diſtinction mine do, few 

You'll find Admoniſhers, but Ur:ers of your Actions, 

And to the heavieſt, Friend; and pray conſider, 

We are but Shadows, Motions others give us; 

And though our Pities may become the 'Timcs, 

Juſtly our Powers cannor ; make me worthy 

To be your ever Friend in fair Allegiance, | 

But not in Force : For, durſt mine own Soul urge me 

(And by that Soul, 1 ſpeak my juſt AﬀeCtions ) 


* 2 


V OL, III. | 1 To 


* 


— 
* . — 4 — 
3 2 


y 
"4 

* 
1 
a" 
* 
. 
9 » © 
"= 
*$7 
$ 4. 
1 

0 
Ar 


wei. 


— 
* — Eq - 1 Bs. 5 


5 — ͤ — — ww 
8 * . 


* * . 

POT e —— 
He * FH n 
— 


d 


ID % = 
S 9 


Perf 
2 


5 8 
— — ” * 
* 5 5 a. 
"5 4 2 1 
— db, n a. tn ma” bo 
* kr,” A ot 
© as YR — 8 8 7a 


ae Aon 3 - — 


rr 


1322 The Tragedy of Valentinian. 


To turn my Hand from Truth, whieh is Obedience, 

And give the Helm my Virtue holds, to Anger, 

Though I had both the bleſſings of the Brutii, 

And both their Inſtigations, though my Cauſe 

Carried a Face of Juſtice beyond theirs, 

And as I am a Servant to my Fortunes, 

That daring Soul, that firſt taught Diſobedience, 

Should feel the firſt Example: Say the Prince, 

As I may well believe, ſeems vitious, 

Who juſtly knows tis not to try our Honours ? 

Or ſay, he be an ill Prince, are we therefore 

Fit Fires to purge him ? No, my deareſt Friend 

The Elephant is never won with Anger, 

Nor muſt that Man that would reclaim a Lion, 

Take him by th' Teeth. | . 
Max. I pray miſtake me not. a 
ci. Our honeſt Actions, and the Light that breaks 

Like Morning from our Service, chaſte and bluſhing, 

Is that that pulls a Prince back ; then he ſecs, 

And not till then truly repents his Errors, 

When Subjects Chryſtal Souls are Glaſſes to him : 

Max. My ever honour'd Friend, I'll take your Counſel: 


* * 


The Emperor appears, I'll leave ye to him, 
And as we both affect him, may he flouriſh. Exit. 
Enter the Emperor and Chilax. 08 _ 

Emp. Is that the beſt News ? . 
Chi. Yet the beſt we know, Sir. 
Emp. Bid Maximus come to me, and be gone then: 
Mine own Head be my helper, theſe are Fools. 
How now eius, are the Soldiers quiet? 
ei. Better, J hope Sir, than they were. 
Emp. They are pleas'd, I hear, 
To cenſure me extreamly for my Pleaſures, 
Shortly they'l} fight againſt me. 

Acr. Gods defend, Sir. 
And for their Cenſures, they are 
A Donative of ten Seſterties ET on 
| Fil undertake ſhall make em ring your Praiſes, 

More than they ſang your Pleaſures. . 15 
1 ̃ ooo eeoodr—ty=r 


ſuch ſhrewd Judgers, 
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Art thou in Love, AÆcius, yet? | 
A890) no St! © 

I am too courſe for Ladies; my Embraces, 

That only am acquainted with Alarms, 


Would break their tender Bodies. 
Emp. Never fear it, | 


They are ſtronger than ye think, they'ſl hold the Hammer 
My Empreſs {wears thou art a luſty Soldier, 
A good one believe thee. 
ci. All that Goodneſs 
Is but your Grace's Creature. 
Emp. Tell me truly, 
For thou dar'ſt tell me. 
Aci. Any thing concerns ye, 
That's fit for me to ſpeak and you to pardon. 
Emp. What ſay the Soldiers of me, and the ſame Words, 
Mince 'em not good AÆcius, but deliver 
The very Forms and Tongues they talk withal. 
Ac. I'll tell your Grace, but with this Caution 
You be not ſtir'd; for ſhould the Gods live with us, 
Even thoſe we certainly believe are Righteous, 
Give 'em but Drink, they would cenſure them too. 
Emp. Forward. | 
Aci. Then to begin, they ſay you ſleep too much 
By which they judge your Majeſty too ſenſual, 
Apt to decline your Strength to Faſe and Pleaſures z 
And when you do not ſleep, you drink too much, 
From which they fear Suſpicions firſt, then Ruins; 
And when ye neither drink nor ſleep, ye wench much, 
Which they affirm firft breaks your Underſtanding, 
Then takes the Edge of Honour, makes us ſeem, 
That are the Ribs and Rampires of the Empire, 
Fencers, and beaten Fools, and ſo regarded; 
But I believe em not; for were theſe Truths, 
Your Virtue can correct them. 


þ 


A 


Em. They ſpeak plainly. a 8 
Aci, They ſay moreover (ſince your Grace will have it, 

For they will talk their Freedoms, though the Sword 

Were in their Throat) that of late time, like Nero, 


And with the ſame forgetfulneſs of Glory, 
J 92 You 
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You have got a vain of Filing, ſo they term it. 
Emp. Some drunken Dreams, Æcius. 
ci. So! hope, Sir. | 
And that you rather ftudy Cruelty, 
And to be feared for Blood, than lov'd for Bount-, 
Which makes the Nations, as they ſay, deſpiſe ye, 
Telling your Years and Actions by their Deaths, - 
W hoſe Truth and ſtrength of Duty made you Ceſar, 
They ſay beſides, you nouriſh ſtrange Devaurers, 
Fed with the Fat o' th* Empire, they call Bawds 
Lazy and luſtful Creatures that abuſe ye, 
A People, as they term 'em, made of Paper, 
In which the ſecret Sins of each Man's Monics 
Are ſealed and ſent a working 
Emp. What Sin's next? 3 
For I perceive they have no mind to ſpare me. 
Aci. Nor hurt ye O my Soul, Sir! But ſuch People 
Nor can the Power of Man reftrain it) _ 
When they are full of Meat and Eaſe, muſt prattle. 
Emp. Forward. | 
Aci. I have ſpoken too much, Sir. 
Emp. T'l] have all. 
Aci. It fits not ; 8 
Your Ears ſhould hear their Vanities; no Profit 
Can juſtly riſe to you from their Behaviour, 
Unleſs ye were guilty of thoſe Crimes. 
Emp. It may be 
I am ſo, therefore forward. | 
„ "ct. 1 have ever OY 
Learn'd to obey, nor ſhall my Life reſiſt it. 
Emp. No more Apologies. 
Aci. They grieve beſides, Sir, 
To {ee the Nations, whom our ancient Virtue 
With many a weary March and Hunger conquer, 
Wich loſs of many a d:ring Life ſubdu'd, | 
Fall from their fair Obedience, and even murmur 
To ſee the warlike Eagles mew their Honours 
In obſcure Towns, that wont to prey on Princes 
They cry for Fnemics, and tell the Captains 
1 be Fruits of 1raly are luſcious, give us #gyfr, 
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Or ſandy Africk to diſplay our Valours, 


There where our Swords may make us Meat, and Danger 


Digeſt our well-;ot Vyands. Here our Weapons, 
And Bodics that were made for ſhining Braſs, 
Are both unedg'd and old with Eaſe and Women 
And then they cry again, Where are the Germans, 
Lin'd with hot Spain, or Gallia, bring 'em on, 
And let the Son of War, ſteel'd AMithridates, 
Lead up his winged Parthians like a Storm, 
Hiding the Face of Heav'n with Showers of Arrows 
vet we dare fight like Romans; then, as Soldiers, 
Tyr'd with a weary March, they tell their Wounds, 
Even weeping ripe, they were no more, nor deeper, 
And glory in thoſe Scars that make 'em lovely; 
And fitting where a Camp was, like ſad Pilgrims, 
They reckon up the Times, and living Labours 
Of Julius or Germanicus, and wonder 
That Rome, whoſe Turrets once were topt with Honours, 
Can now forget the Cuſtom of her Conquells - 
And then they blame your Grace, and ſay, Who leads us? 
Shall we ſtand here like Statues ? Were our Fathers 
The Sons of lazy Moors, our Princes Perſians, 
Nothing but Silks and Softneſs? Curies on 'em 
That firit taught Nero Wantonnels and Blood, 
Tiberius Noubts, Caligula all Vices ; 
For from the ſpring of theſe, ſucceeding Princes — 
Thus they talk, Sir. | 
Emp. Well, 5 
Why do you h ar theſe Things? 
Aci. Why do you do 'en ? 
I take the Gods to Witneſs, with more Sorrow, 
And mere Vexation, do | hear thele Taintures., 


Than were my Life dropt from me through an Hour-glaſs. 


Emp. Bel ike then you believe em, or at leaſt | 
Are glad they ſhould be ſo; take heed, you were better 
Build your own Tomb, and run into it living, 

J han dare a Prince's Anger. 
Acci. I am Old, Sir, 
And ten Years more addition, is but nothing: 
Now if my Life be pleaſing to ye, take it, 
e | = 54 ON Upon 
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Upon my Knees, if ever.any Service, 
As let me bragy ſome have been worthy notice, 
It ever any Worth, or Truſt ye gave me, | 
Deſerv'd a fair reſpect, if all my Actions, | 
The hazards of my Youth, Colds, Burnings, Wants, 
For you and for the Emp. re, be not Vices 
By that ſtile ye bave ſtampt upon me, Soldier, 
Let me not fall into the Hands of Wretches. 
Emp. I und-ritand ye not. 
Aci. Let not this Body, 
That has Iook'd bravely in his Blood for Ceſar, 
And covetous of Wounds, and for your ſatety, 
After the ſcape of Swords, Spears, Slings, and Arrows, 
Gainſt which my beaten Body was mine Armour, 
The Seas, and thirſty Deſarts, now be purchaſe _ 
For Slaves, and baſe Informers: I ſee Anger, (laughter, 
And Death look through your Eyes : 1 am mark'd for 
And know the telling of this Truth has made me 
A Man clean loſt to this World; I embrace it 
Only my laſt Petition, Sacred Ceſar, 
Is, 1 may dye a Roman. 
Emp. Riſe my Friend ſtill, _ 
And worthy of my Love; reclaim the Soldier, 
TY ſtudy to do ſo upon my ſelf too; 
Go, keep your-Command, and proſper. a 
ei. Life to Ceſar. Exit. 
Enter Chilax. | 
Si. Lord Maximus attends your Grace. 
Emp. Go tell him, 
I'll meet him in the Gallery. 
The Honeſty of this Mcins, | 
Who is indeed the Bullwark of the Empire, 
Has div'd ſo deep into me, that of all 
The Sins I covet, but this W oman's Beauty, 
With much Repentance, now I could be quit of: 
But ſhe is ſuch a Pleaſure, being good, 
That though I were a God, ſhe would fire my Blood. 


Exit. 


ACT 
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AC IT H. SCENE I 


Euter the Emperor, Maximus, Lycinius, Proculus, 
* and Chilax, as at Dice. 

Em AY ye ſhall ſet my Hand out, *tis not juft 
. N I ſhould neglect my fortune, now tis 5 2 
Lyc. If 1 have any thing to ſet your Grace, (rous. 

But Cloaths or good Conditions, let me periſh, 

Lou have all my Mony, Sir. 5 
Pro. And mine. 

Chi. And mine too. 
Max. Unleſs your Grace will credit us. 
Emp. No bare Board. 
Jyc. Then at my Garden-Houſe. 
Emp. The Orchard too. 
3 And't pleaſe your Grace. 
Emp. Have at em. 
Pro. They are loſt. 
Lyc. Why farewel Berner 
fas: Who ſets more! 
Chbil. At my Horſe, Sir. 
Emp: The dapl'd Spaniard * 
Chil. He. 
Emp. He's mine. 
Chil. He is ſo. 
Max. Your ſhort Horſe is ſoon curried, 
Chil. So it ſeems, Sir; 
So may your Mare be too, it luck ſerve. 
Max. Ha? 
Chi. Nothing, my Lord, but grieving 11 my Fortune. 
Emp. Come, Maximus, you were not wont to flinch 
Max. By Heay'n, Sir, I have loſt all. _ (thus. 
Emp. There's a Ring yet. 
Max. This was not made to loſe, Sir. 
Emp. Some Loye Token; 

Set it If 

Max. [do beſcech your Grace, 


Rather name any Houſe 1 haye. 
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Emp. How ſtrange, 
And curious you are grown of Toys? Redecm't, 
It ſo I win it, when you pleaſe, to Morrow, 
Or next Day, as ye will, I care not, 
But only for my Luck ſake: Tis not Rings 
Can make me richer. | 
Max, Will you throw, Sir? There 'tis. 
Emp. Why then have at it fairly : Mine. 
Max. Your Grace 
Is only ever Fortunate : 'To Morrow, 
Ant be your Pleaſure, Sir, I'll pay the Price on: t. 
Emp. To Morrow you hail have it without price, Sir, 
But this Day 'tis my Victory: Good Maximus, 
Now I bethink my. ſelf, go to Æcius, 
And bid him muſter all the Cohorts preſently ; 
They mutiny for Pay I hear, and be you 
Aſſiſtant to him; when you know their Numbers, 
, Ye ſhall have Monics for em, and above 
| Something to ſtop their Tongues withal. 
| Max. I will, Sir: 
| And Gods preſerve you in this mind ſtill. 
Emp. Shortly PII fee em March my ſelf. 


Max. Gods ever keep ye. i.. 
Emp. To what end do you think this Ring ſhall ſerve 
For you are Fellows only know by rote, (now? 


As Birds record their Leſſons. 
Chi. For the Lady 
Emp. But how for her? 
Ci. That 1 confeſs I know not. 
_ Emp. Then pray for him that do's: Fetch me an Eunuch 
That never faw her yet; and you two ſee [Exit Chil. 
The Court made like a Paradiſe. 
Lyc. We will, Sir. 5 
Emp. Full of fair Shews and Muſicks; all your Arts 
(As I ſhall give Inſtructions) ſcrew to th' higheſt, 
For my main Piece is now a doing : And for fear 
You ſhould not take, I'll have another Engine, 
Such as if Virtue be not only in her, 
She ſhall not chuſe but lean to, let the Women 
Put on a graver ſhew of Welcome, 2 : ; 
| ro. 
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Pro, Well, Sir. | 
Emp. They are a thought too eager 
Enter Chilax and Lycias the Eunuch. 
Chi. Here's the Eunuch. FIAT | 
Eun. Long Life to Ceſar. 
Emp. 1 muſt uſe you, Lycias : 
Come let's walk in, and then I'll ſhew ye all : 
If Women may be frail, this Wench ſhall fall. ¶Exeunt. 


. 


Enter Claudia and Marcellina. 

Clau. Sirrah, what ails my Lady, that of late 
She never cares for Company? 
Mar. I know not, 

Unleſs it be that Company cauſes Cuckolds. 
Clau. That were a childiſh fear. a 
Mar. What were thoſe Ladies 

Came to her lately, 

From the Court? 

Clau. The ſame, Wench. | 
Some grave Inſtructors on my life, they look 
For all the World like old hatch'd Hilts. 

Mar. Tis true, Wench. 

For here and there, and yet they painted well too, 

One might diſcover, where the Gold was worn, 

Their Iron Ages. 

Clay. If my Judgment fail not, 

They have been ſhearh'd like rotten Ships. 

Mar. It may be. | 


Clau. For if ye mark their Rudders, they hang weakly. 
Mar. They have paſt the Line belike: Would'|t live, 
Till thou wert ſuch as they are? (Claudia, 
Clau. Chimney-pieces. 
Now Heav'n have Mercy on me, and young Men, 
I had rather make a drallery till thirty, 
While I were able to endure a Tempeſt, | 
And bear my Fights out bravely, *till my Tackle 
Whiſtled i'th' Wind, and held againſt all Weathers, 
While I were able to bear with my Tyres, 
And ſo diſcharge em, I would willingly my 
AP IVC 
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Live Marcellina, not till Barnacles 
Bred in my Sides. 
Mar. Thou art i'th' right, Wach 
For who wou'd live, 5 Pleaſures had forſaken, 
To ſtand at Mark, and cry a Bow ſhort Jigneur ? 
Were there not Men came hither too? 
Clau. Brave Fellows: 
J fear me Bawds of five i'th' Pound. 
Mar. How know you? 
Clau. They gave me great lights to it. 
Mar. Take heed, Claudia. 
Clan, Let them take heed, the Spring comes on. 
l Mar. To me now, 
= They ſcem'd as noble Viſitants. 
1 Clan. To me now | 
' Nothing leſs Marcellina, for I mark 'em, 
And by this honeſt Light, for yet 'tis Morning, 
Saving the Reverence of their gilded Doublets 
And Millan Skins. 
Mar. Thou art a ſtrange Wench, Claudia. | 
Clau. Ve are deceiv'd, they ſhew'd to me directly 
Court Crabbs that creep a ſide - way for their living, 
I know 'em by the Breeches that they beg'd laſt. 
Mar. Peace, my Lady comes; what may that be? 
Enter Lucina, and — the Eumuch. 


Clau. A Sumner 

That cites her to appear. 
® Mar. No more of that, Wench. 
= | Eun. Madam, what anſwer to your Lord? 
Luc. Pray tell him, I am ſubje& to his Will. 
Vm. Why weep you, Madam? 

Excellent Lady, there are none will hurt you. 

Luc. I do beſeech you tell me, Sir. 

| Eun, What, Lady: 

; Luc. Serve ye the Emperor? 
| Eun. 1 do. e 
1 Z Luc. In what Place? e 4 
[| | Eun. In's Chamber, Madam. 

|  _,, Luc. Do you ſerve his Will too? 
Bun. In fair and juſt Commands. 
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Luc. Are ye a Roman? 
Eun. Yes noble Lady, and a Mantuan. 
Luc. What Office bore your Parents? 
Eun. One was Pretor. 
Luc. Take heed then how you ſtain his Reputation. 
Fun. Why, worthy Lady? 
Luc. If ye know, I charge ye, | 
Ouzbr-in this Meſſige, but what Honeſty, 
The Truit and fair Obedience of a Servant, 
May well deliver, yet take heed, and help me. 
Eun. Madam, I am no Broker. 
Clau. V!] be hang'd then. : 
Eun. Nor bale Procurer of Mens Luſts; Your Husband 
Pray*d. me to do this Office, I have done it, 
It reſts in you to come, or no. 
Luc. I will, Sir. 
Fun. If ye miſtruſt me, do not. 
Luc. Ye appear ſo worthy, 
And to all my Senſe ſo honeſt, 
And this is ſuch a certain ſign ye have brought me, 
That I believe. | 
. Eun. Why ſhould I cozen you? 


Or were I brib'd to do this Villany, 
Can Mony proſper, or the Fool that takes it, 
When ſuch a Virtue falls? 
Luc. Ve ſpeak well, Sir; 
Wou' d all the reſt that ſerve the Emperor 


Had but your way. X 
(dau. And ſo they have ad unguem. 5 
Luc. Pray tell my Lord, I have receiv'd his Token, 

And will not fail to meer him; yet, good Sir, thus much 

Before you go, I do beſeech ye too, 

As little notice as ye can, deliver 
Of my Appearance there. 
Eun. It ſhall be, Madam, 
And fo I wiſh you Happineſs. | 
Luc. I thank you. | [Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 


Tumult and Noiſe within. Enter Æcius purſuing Pont; 
i the Captain, and Maximus 2 

Max. Temper your ſelf, Æcius. 

Pon. Hold, my Lord. 
T am a Roman, and a Soldier. 

Max. Pray, Sir. | 

Aci. Thou art a lying Villain, and a Traitor; 
Give me my ſelf, or by the Gods, my Friend, 
You'll make me dangerous; how dar'ſt thou pluck 
The Soldiers to Sedition, and I living, 
And ſow Rebellion in 'em, and even then 
When J am drawing out to action? 

Pon. Hear me. 

Max. Are ye a Man? 

Aei. I am a true hearted, Maximus, 
And if the Villain live, we are diſhonour'd. 

Max. But hear him what he can ſay. 

Aci. That's the way 


To pardon him; 1 am fo eaſie-natur'd, 


That if be ſpeak but humbly I forgive him. 
Pon. I do beſeech ye, noble General. 
Aci. H'as found the way already, give me room, 


One ſtroke, and if he ſcape me then, h'as Mercy. 


Pon. I do not call ye Noble, that I fear ye, 


I never car'd for Death; if ye will kill me, 
Conſider firſt for what, not what you can do; 


Tis true, 1 know ye for my General, 


And by that great Prerogative may kill - 
y 


But do it juſtly then. 
Aci. He argues with me: 


By Heay'n a made up Rebel. 


Max. Pray conſider, , 


* 


W hat certain grounds ye have for this. 


Aci. What grounds? 


Did I not take him preaching to the Soldiers 


How lazily they liv'd, and what Diſhonours? | 


It was to ſerve a Prince ſo full of Woman? | 
'T hoſe were his yery words, Friend. * 
N ax. 


. 
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Max. Theſe, Acius, 
Though they were raſhly ſpoke, which was an Error 
(A great one, Pontius) yet from him that hungers 

For Wars, and brave Imployment, might be pardon'd. 
The Heart, and harbour'd Thoughts of Ill, make Traitors, 

Not ſpleeny Speeches. n 
Aci. Why ſhould you protect him? 
Go tod, it ſhews nat honeſt. 

Max. Taint me not, 
For that ſhews worſe, Acius: All your Friendſhip, 
And that pretended Love ye lay upon me, 
Hold back my Honeſty, is like a Favour 
You do your Slave to day, to morrow hang him. 
Was I your Boſom-picce for this? 

Aci. Forgive me; 
The Nature of my Zeal, and for my Country, 
Makes me ſometimes forget my felt; for know, 
Though I moſt ſtrive to be without my Paſſions, 
am no God: For you, Sir, whoſe Infection 
Has ſpread it ſelf like Poyſon through the Army, 

And caſt a killing fog on fair Allegiance, 
Firſt thank this noble Gentleman, ye had dy'd elſe. 
Next from your Place, and honour of a Soldier, 
J here ſeclude you. News 
Ton. May I ſpeak yet? 
Max. Hear him. a 
Aci. And while Acius holds a Reputation, 
At leaſt Command, ye bear no Arms for Rome, Sir. 
Pen. Againſt her I ſhall necer: The condemn'd Man 
Has yet that privilege to ſpeak, my Lord; | 
Law were not equal elſe. 
_ Max. Pray hear, Æcius, 
For happily the fault he has committed, 
Though I believe it mighty, yet conſider'd, 
If Mercy may be thought upon, will prove 
Rather a haſty Sin, than heinous. : 

Aci. Speak. 5 ; 
Ton. Tis true, my Lord, ye took me tyr'd with Peace, 
My Words almoſt as ragged as my Fortunes: 
'Tis true, I told the Soldier whom we ſerv'd, 


And 
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And then bewail'd, we had an Emperor 
Led from us by the flouriſhes of Fencers; 
I blam'd him too for Women. | 
Aci. To the reſt, Sir. 
Pon. And like e bleſt him then as Soldiers 
Will do ſometimes is true | told 'em too, 
We lay at Home, to ſhew cur Countr 
We durſt go naked, durit want Meat, and Mony; 
And when the Slave drinks Wine, we dutft be thirſty: 
I told 'em this too, that the Frees and Roots | 
Mere our beſt Pay- maſters; the Charity 
Of longing Women, that had bought our Bodies, 
Our Beds, Fires, Taylors, Nurſes; nav, I told em, 
(For you ſhall hear the greateſt Sin, 1 ſaid, Sir) 
By en time there be Wars again, our Bodics 
Laden with Scars and Aches, and il} Lodgings, 
Heats, and perpetual Wants, were fitter Prayers, 
And certain Graves, then cope the Foe on Crutches: 
"Tis likely too, 1 counſel'd em to turn 
Their warlike Pikes to Plough- ſhares, their ſure Targets | 
And Swords hatch'd with the Blood of many Nations, 
To Spades, and pruning Knives, fer theſe get Mony, 
Their warlike Eagles, into Daws, or Starlings, 
To give an Ave.Ceſar as he paſſes, 
And be rewarded with a thouſand Drachma's 
For thus we get but Vears and Beets. 
ci. What think you, | 
Were theſe Words to be ſpoken by a Captain, | 
One that ſhould give Example? 
Max. T was too much. 
Pon. My Lord, I did not wooe em frond the Empire, 
Nor bid em turn their daring Steel gainſt Ceſar; 
The Gods for ever hate me, if chat Motion 
Were part of me: Give me but Imployment, Sir, 
And way to live, and where you hold me vitioue, 
Bred up in Mutiny; my Sword ſhall tell ye, . 
And if you pleaſe, that Place I held, maintain it, 
Gainſt the maſt daring Foes of Rome, I am honeſt, 
A lover of my Country, one that holds 
His Lite no longer * then kept for Ceſar. 


Weigh 


: 
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Weigh not (J thus low on my Knee beſeech you) 
What my rude Tongue diſcover'd, twas my Want, 
No other part of Pontius: You have ſeen me, 
And you, my Lord, do ſomething for my Country, 
And both beheld the Wounds I gave and took, 
Not like a backward Traitor. 
ci. All this Language 
Makes but againſt you, Pontius, you are caſt, 
And by mine Honour, and my Love to Ceſar, 
By me ſhall neyer be reſtored; in my Cam 
I will not have a Tongue, though to bimlelf, 
Dare talk but near Sedition; as I] govern, 
All ſhall obey; and when they want, their Duty 
And ready Service ſhall redreſs their Needs, 
Not prating what they would be. 
Pon. Thus I leave ye, 
Vet ſhall my Prayers ſtill, although my Fortunes 
Muſt follow you no more, be till about ye, - 
Gods give ye where ye fight the Victory, 
Ve cannot caſt my Wiſhes. 
Aci. Come my Lord, 
Now to the Field again. 1 ie 
Max. Alas poor Pontius ! Exeunt. 


NI. 


Enter Chilax at one Door, Lycinius and Balbus at another, 


_ Lyc. How now? | 
eme. 
Bal. Then V1l to the Emperor. ¶Erit. 
Chi. Do; Is the Muſick placed well? 
Lyc. Excellent. 
Chi. Lycinius, you and Proclus receive her 
In the great Chamber, at her Entrance, 
Let me alone; and do you hear Lycinins, 
Pray let the Ladies ply her further off, 4-1) 4 
And with much more Diſcretion : One Word more. 
Lyc.. Well. . 4 
chi. Are the Jewels, and thoſe ropes of Pearl, 
Laid in the way ſhe-paſſes? ? if 
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Enter Emperor, Balbus and Proculus. 
Lyc. Take no care, Man. Ne . Lyc. 
Emp. What, is ſne come? 
Chi. She is, Sir; but *rwere beſt 
Your Grace were (een laſt to her. 
Emp. So I mean 
Keep the Court empty, Proculus. 
Pro. Tis done, Sir. | a 
Emp. Be not too ſudden to her. 
Chi. Good your Grace 


Retire, and Man your ſelf; let us alon 


We are no Children this way: Do you hear, Sir? 
*Tis neceſſary that her Waiting- women 


Be cut off in the Lobby, by ſome Ladies, 
They'd break the buſineſs elſe. 
Emp. Tis true, they ſhall. 
Chi. Remember your place, Proculus, 
Pro. I warrant ye. [ Exeunt Emp. Balb. and Pro. 
| Enter Lucina, Claudia, and Marcellina. 
Chi. She enters; whoare W aitors there? The Emperor 


Calls for his Hott to air kate 


Luc. I am glad 


I come fo happily to take him abſent, 


This takes away a little fear; I know him, 
Now I begin to fear again: Oh Honour, 
If ever thou hadſt Temple in weak Woman, 


| And Sacrifice of Modeſty burnt to thee, 
Fold me faſt now, and help me. 


Chi. Noble Madam, 


Ye are welcome to the Court, moſt npbly welcome, 
Ve are a Stranger, Lady. ; : 


Luc. I deſire ſo. | 
Cbi. A wondrous Stranger here, 
Nothing fo ſtrange : 
And therefore need a Guide, I think. 
Luc. I do, Sir, = 
And that a good one too. 
Chi. My Service, Lady, 3 
Shall be your Guard in this place: But pray ye tell me, 
Are ye refolv'd a Courtier? ae 


; Luc. 
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Luc. No, I hope, Sir. 
Clan. You are, Sir. 
Chi. Yes, my fair one. 
Clau. So it ſeems, 
You are fo ready to beſtow your ſelf. 
Pray what might colt thoſe Breechcs? 
Chr. Would you wear 'em? 
Madam, ye have a witty Woman. 
Mar. Two, Sir, 
Or elſe ye underbuy us. 
Luc. Leave your talking : 
But is my Lord here, I beſeech ye, Sir? 
Chi. He is, ſweet Lady, and muſt take this kindly, 
Exceeding kindly of ye, wondrous kindly, 
Ye come ſo far to viſit him: I'll guide ye. 
Luc. Whither? 
Chi, Why, to your Lord. 
Luc. Is it fo hard, Sir, 
To find him in this place without a Guide? 
For I would willingly not trouble you. 
Chi. It will be fo for you that are a Stranger; 
Nor can it be a trouble to do ſervice 
To ſuch a worthy Beauty, and beſides 
Mar. | ſee he will go with us. 
Clan. Let him amble. 
Chi. It fits not that a Lady of your reckoning, 
Should paſs without Attendants. 
Luc, I have two, Sir. | | | 
Chi. 1 mean without a Man: You'll ſce the Emperor ? 
Luc. Alas, I am not fit, Sir. 
Chi. You are well enough; 
He'll take it wondrous kindly: Hark. 
Luc. Ve flatter; 
Good Sir, no more of that. 
(bi. Well, I but tell ye. 
Lic. Will ye go forward; ſince J muſt be Man'd, 
Pray take your Place. 
Clau. Cannot ye Man us too, Sir? 
Chi. Give me but time. 
Mar. And you'll try all things? * 
VorL. III. X es Ci. 
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Chi. No, 
F1l make ye no ſuch promiſe. 
Claud. If ye do, Sir, 
Take heed ye ſtand to't. 
Chi, Wondrous merry Ladies. 
Luc. The Wenches are diſpos d, pray keep your way, Sir. 
Exennty 
Enter Lycinius, Proculus, and Balbus. 
Lyc. She is coming up the Stairs; Now the Muſick ; 


And as that ſtirs her, let's ſet on: Pertumes there. 


Pro, Diſcover all the Jewels. 3 
Lyc. Peace. H Maficb. 
Sv ON U.S. 


Now the luſty Spring is ſeen, 
Golden Yellow, gaudy Blue, 
Daintily invite the view. 
Every where, on every Green, 
Roſes bluſhing as they blow, 
And inticing Men to pull, 
Lillies whiter than the Snow, 
Wordbines of ſweet Hony full. 
All Love's Emblems, and all cry, 
Ladies, if not pluck'd we die. 


Tet the luſiy Spring hath ſtaid, 
Bluſhing red and pureſt white, 
Daintily to Love invite, 
Every Woman, every Maid; 
Cherries kifſmg as they grow, 
And inviting Men to taſte, 
Apples even ripe below, 
Winding gently to the waſte, 
All Loves Emblems, and all cry, 
Ladies, if not pluck'd we dye. 


SECOND. 


Hear ye, Ladies, that deſpiſe, 
What the mighty Love has done, 
Fear Exaniples, and be wiſe, 
Fair Caliſto was a Min, 
Lada 
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Lada failing on the Stream, 
To deceive the hopes of Many 
Love accounting but a Dream, 
Doated on à ſilver Swan. 
Danae in a Brazen Tower, 
Where no Love was, lov'd a Shower. 


Hear ye Ladies that are coy, 
What the mighty Love can do: 
Fear the fiercene(s of the Boy, 
The chaſte Moon he makes to woo : 
Veſta kmdling holy Fires, 
Circled round about with Spies, 
Never dreaming looſe Deſires, 
Doating at the Altar dies, 
Illion 72 a ſhort Hour higher, 
He can build, and once more fire. 


Enter Chilax, Lucina, Claudia, and Marcellina. 
Luc. Pray Heav'n my Lord be here, for now | fear it. 
Well Ring, if thou bee'ſt counterfeit, or ſtol'n, 
As by this Preparation I tuſpect it. 
Thou halt betray'd thy Miſtreſs : Pray, Sir, forward, 
would fain {ec my Lord. 
Chi. But tell me, Madam, 
How do ye like the Song? 
Luc. 1 like the Air well, 
But for the Words, they are laſcivious, 
And over-light for Ladies. 
Chi. All ours love em. 5 | 
Luc *Tis like enough, for yours are loving Ladics. . 
Lyc. Madam, ye are welcome to the Court. WhO walls: 
Attendants for this Lady. 
Luc. Ye miſtake, Sir; 
I bring no Triumph with me. 
De. But much Honour. | f 
Fro. Why this was nobly done, and like a Ncizhbour 3 
So freely of your ſelf to be a Viſitant, 
The Emperor ſhall give ye thanks for this. 
Luc. O no, Sir; | 
There's nothing to deſerve 'em. 


2 . | Pro. 


PE 
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J come to ſee my Husband, on Command too, 


Pro. Yes, your Preſence. 
Luc. Goo Cen be patient, and believe 


] were no Courtier elſe. . 
Lyc. That's all one, Lady, 
Now ye are here, you're welcome; and the Emperor, 
Who loves ye but too well 
Luc. No more of that, Sir, 
I came not to be Catechiz'd. 
Pro. Ah, Sirrah; 


And have we got you here? faith, Noble Lady, 


We'll keep ye one Month Courtier. 

Luc. Gods defend, Sir, 
I never lik'd a Trade wore. 

Pro. Hark ye. 

Luc. No, Sir. 

Pro. Ye are grown the ſtrangeſt Lady. 

Luc. How? 

Pro. By Heav'n, 
"Tis true I tell ye, and you'll find it. 

Luc. 1? 
Il rather find my Grave, and ſo inform him. 

Pro, Is it not pity, Gentlemen, this Lady 
(Nay, I'll deal roughly with ye, yet not hurt ye) 
Should live alone, and give ſuch fav ly Beauty 
Only to Walls and Hangi gs? 

Luc. Good Sir, Patience: 
I am no Wonder, neither come to that end, 
Ye do my Lord an injury to ſtay me, 
Who, though you are the Prince's, yet dare tel] ye, 
He keeps no W ie for your ways. 
Bal. Well, well, Lady; 
However you arc pleas d to think of us, 
Ye are * nh and ye ſhall te welcome. 

Lic. Shew it 
In that I come for then, in leading me | 
Where my lov'd Lord is, not in flattery : | Jewels ſhew'd. 
Nay ye may draw the Curtain, I have ſeen em, ; | 
But none e worth half my Honeſty. 


Clan, 
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Clau. Are theſe, Sir, 
Laid here to take? | 
Pro. Yes, for your Lady, Gentlewomen. 
Mar. We had been doing elſe. 
Bal. Meaner ſewels 
Would fit your Worths. 
Clan. And meager Cloaths your Bodies. 
Luc. The Gods ſhall kill me firſt. 
Tyc. There's better dying | 
Pth* Emperor's Arms; go to, but be not angry-=— 
Theſe are but Talks, ſweet Lady. 
| Enter Phorba and Ardelia. 
Phor. Where is this Stranger? Ruſhes, Ladies, Ruſhes, 
Ruſhes as green as Summer for this Stranger. 
Pro. Here's Ladies come to ſee you. 
Luc. You are gone then ? 
I take it *tis your Cue. 
Pro. Or rather Mannets ; 
You are better fitted, Madam, we but tire ye, 
Therefore well leave you for an Hour, and bring 
Your much lov'd Lord unto you. [ Exennt, 
Luc. Then TI] thank ye. 
I am Betray'd for certain; well Lucina, 
If thou do'ſt fall from Virtue, may the Earth, 
Thar after Death ſhould ſhoot up Gardens of thee, 
Spreading thy living Goodneſs into Branches, 
Fly from thee, and the hot Sun find thy Vices. 
Phor. You are a welcome Woman. 
Ard. Bleſs me Heav'n, 
How did you find the way to Court ? 
Luc. I know not ; ; 
Would I had never trod it. 
Phor. Prithee tell me, ; 
Good Noble Lady, and good ſweet Heart love us, 
For we love thee extreamly; is not this Place 
A Paradice to live in ? | 
Luc. To thoſe People 
That know no other Par. dice but Plcafure 
That little I enjoy contents me better. 
Ard. What, heard ye any Mulick yet? 
X 3 Luc. 
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Luc. Too much. 


Phor. You mult not be thus froward; what, this Gown 
Is one o'th' prettieſt by my Troth, Ardelia, 
I ever ſaw yet; 'twas not to frown in, Lady, 
Ye put this Gown on when ye came. 
. Ard. How do ye? 
Alas poor Wretch, how cold it is! 
Luc. Content ye; 
Jam as well as may be, and as temperate, 
If ye will ler me be ſo: Where's my Lord? 
For there's the buſineſs that I came for, Ladies. 
Dbor. We'll lead ye to him, he's i'th' Gallery. 
Ard. We'll ſnhew ye all the Court too. 
Luc. Shew me him, 
And ye have ſhew'd me all I come to look on. 
 Phor. Come on, we'll be your Guides, and as ye go, 
We have ſome pretty Tales to tell ye, Lady, 
Shall make ye merry too; ye come not here, 
To be a ſad Licina. 
Luc. Would | might not.  [Exeunt. 
FE Enter Chilax and Balbus. 

Chi. Now the foft Muſick ; Balbus run, 
„ Boy. Exit Balbus. 
Chi, The Women by this time are worming of her,--- 

If the can hold out them, the Emperor [ Mufick. 
Takes her to task: He has her; hark the Muſick. 


Enter Emperor and Lucina. 
Luc. Good your Grace, 


W here are my Women, Sir? 
Emp. They are wile, beholding 
What you think ſcorn to look on, the Court's Bravery : 
Would you have run away ſo ſlily, Lady, 
And not have ſeen me? 
Luc. I beleech your Majeſty, * 
Conſider what am, and whoſe. 
Emp. I do fo. 


Luc. Believe me, I (hall 88 a Whore, Sir. 


Emp. AFriend ye may, and to that Man that loves ye, 
More than you love your Virtue. 12 


Luc. Sacred Cæſar. 
| Emp. 
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Emp. You ſhall not Ineel to me, Sweet. 
Luc. Look upon mr, 
And if ye be fo crucl to abuſe mc, 
Think how the Gods will take it; Does this Beaut 
Afflict your Soul ? I'll hide it from you ever, | 
Nay more, I will become to leprous, | 
Thar ye ſhall curic me from ye: My dear Lord, 
Has ſerv'd ye ever truly, fought your Battels, 
As if he daily long'd to dye tor Ceſar; 
Was never Traitor, Sir, nor never tainted 
In all the Actions of his Lite, 
Emp. I know it. 
Luc. His Fame and Family have grown together, 
And ſpread together like to ſailing Cedars, 
Over the Raman Diadem; oh let not, 
As ye have any Fleſh that's human in you, 
The having of a modeſt Wite decline him, 
Let not my Virtue be the Wedge to break him; 
I do not think ye are laſcivious, 
Theſe wanton Men belye ye, you are Ceſar, 
Which is the Father of the Empire's Honour, 
Ye are too ncar the Nature of the Gods, 
Jo wrong the weakelt of all Creatures, Women. 
Emp. 1 dare not do it here. Rile fair Lucina, 
I did bur try your Temper, ye are honeſt, 
And with the Commendations wait on that 
I'll lead ye to your Lord, and ye to him: 
Wipe your fair Eyes: He that endeavours Ill, 
May well delay, but never qu:nch his Hell. Exeamt 


_— 


— 


ACT MH SCENE I 


Enter Chilax, Lycinius, Proculus, 424 Balbus. 


(bi. Is done, Lycimus. 
+ Lyc. How? 
Chi. I ſhame to tell it, FI 
If there be any Juſtice, we are Villains, 
And muſt be ſo rewarded. | | 
5 X 4 ä Bal. 
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Bal. If it be done, 
I take it *tis no time now to Repent it; 
Let's make the beſt o'th' Trade. 
Pro. Now Veng'ance take it. | 
Why ſhould not he have ſettled on a Beauty, 
Whoſe Honeſty ſtuck in a picce of Tiſſue, 
Or one a Ring might rule, or ſuch a one 
That had an itching Husband to be honourable, 
And Groundto getit : If he muſt have Women, 
And no allay without *em, why not thoſe 
That know the Miſery, and are beſt able | 
Io play again with Judgment? Such as ſhe is, 
Grant they be won with long Seige, endleſs Travel, 
And brought to Opportunity with Millions, 
Yet when they come to Motion, their cold Vi. tue 
Keeps em like Cakes of Ice; Il! melt a Chriſtal, 
And make a dead Flint fire himſelt, e'er they 
Give greater Heat, than now departing Embers 
Give to old Men that watch em. 
Hyc. A good Whore 1 
Had ſav'd all this, and happily as wholſome, 
Ay, and the thing once done too, as well thought of; 
But this ſame Chaſtity forſooth. 
VV 5 
Why ſhould not Woinen be as free as we are? 
They are, but not in open, and far free“, 
And the more bold ye bear your ſelf, more Welcome, 
And there is nothing ye dare ſay, but Tiuth, 
But they dare hear. . 
Enter Emperor and Lucina. 
Chi. The Emperor! Away, 
And if we can repent, let's Home and pray. [ Exeunt. 
Emp. Your only Virtue now is Patience, 
Take heed, and ſave your Honour; if you talk- 
Luc. As.long as there is Motion in my Body, 
And Life to give me Words, Pll cry for Juſtice. 
Emp. Juſtice ſhall never hear ve, I am Juſtice. 
Luc. Wilt thou not kill me, Monſter; Raviſher, 
Thou bitter Bane o'th* Empire, look upon me, 2 
And if thy guilty, Eyes dare ſee theſe Ruins, _ 


Thy 
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Thy wild Luft hath laid level with Diſhonour, 

The Sacrilegious Razing of this Temple, 

The Mother of thy black Sins would have bluſh'd at ; 

Behold and Curſe thy ſelf; the Gods will find thee, 

That's all my Refuge now, for they are Righteous, 

Vengeance and Horror circle thee z the Empire, 

In which thou liv'ſt a ſtrong continued Surfeit, 

Like Poiſon will diſgorge thce, good Men raze thee 

For ever being read again, but Vicious 

Women, and fearful Maids, make Vows againſt thee 

Thy own Slaves, if they hear of this, ſhall hate thec; 

And thoſe thou halt corrupted firſt fall from thee; 

And if thou let'ſt me live, the Soldier, 

Tyr'd with thy Tyrannies, break through Obedience, 

And ſhake his ſtrong Steel at thee, 

Emp. This prevails not ; 

Nor any Agony ye utter, Lady. 

If have done a Sin, curſe her that drew me, 

Curſe the firſt Cauſe, the Witchcraft that abus'd me, 

Curſe thoſe fair Eyes, and curſe that heav'nly Beauty, 

And curfe your being Good too. _ 
Luc. Glorious Thief, 

What Reſtitution can'ſt thou make to ſave me? 
Emp. I'll ever Love, and Honour you. 

Luc. Thou can'ſt not, | 

For that which was mine Honour, thou haſt murder'd, 

And can there be a Love in Violence? | 
Emp. You ſhall be only mine. 

Luc. Yet I like better 

Thy Villany, than Flattery, that's thine own, 

The other baſely counterfeit; fly from me, 

Or for thy Safety ſake and Wiſdom kill me, 

For I am worſe than thou art; thou may'ſt pray, 

And ſo recover Grace; I am loft for ever, 

And if thou let'ſt me live, th' art loſt thy ſelf too. 
Emp. 1 fear no Loſs but Love, I ſtand above it. 
Luc. Call in your Lady Bawds, and gildcd Pandars, 

And let them triumph too, and ſing to Ceſar, 

Luci na's fallen, the chaſt Lucina's conquer'd; 

Gods, what a Wietched Thing has this Man made me? 
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For I am now no Wife tor Maximus, 
No Company for Women that are virtuous, 
No Family I. now can claim, nor Country, 
Nor Name, but Ceſar's Whore; O ſacred Ceſar, 
(For that ſhould be your Title) was your Empire, 
Your Rods, and Axes, that are Tipes of Juſtice, 
Thoſe Fires that ever burn, to beg you Bleſſings, 
The Peoples Adoration, Fear of Nations, © 
What Victory can bring ye Home, what elſe 
The uſeful Elements can make your Servants, 
Even Light it ſelt, and Surs of Light, Truth, Juſtice, 
Mercy, and Starlike Piery, ſent to you, 
And from the Gods themſelves, to raviſh Women? 
"The Curfes that I owe to Enemies, 
Even thoſe the Sabines ſent, when Romulus 
(As thou haſt me) ravith'd their noble Maids, 
Made more, and heavier, light on thee. 

Emp. This helps not. 

Lue. The Sins of Tarquin be remember'd in thee, 
And where there has a chaſt Wife been abus'd, 
Let it be thine, the Shame thine, thine the Slaughter, 
And laſt for ever, thine, the fear'd Example. 
Where ſhall poor Virtue live, now I am falln ? 
W hat can your Honours now, and Empire make me, 
But a more glorious W hore? . 
Emp. A better Woman: 
Bur if ye will be blind, and ſcorn it, who can help it ? 
Come leave theſe Lamentations, they do nothing, 
But make a Noiſe, I am the fame Man {til}, 
Were it to do again; therefore be wiſer, 
By all this holy Light, I ſhould attempt it, 
Ye are ſo Excellent, and made to raviſh, 
There were no Pleaſure in you elſe. 

Luc. Oh Villain! 

tip. So bred for Man's amazement, that my Rcaſon 
And every help to hold me right has loſt me; 
The God of Love himlclt had been before me, 
Had he but Power to ſce ye; tell me juſtly, 
How can I chuſe but Err then? If „ dare, 
Be mine, and only mine, for ye arc fo precious, 


- 
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] envy any other ſhould cnjoy ye, 

Almoſt look on ye; and your daring Husband 

Shall know I as kept an Off'ring from the Empire, 

Too Holy for his Altars; be the mighricſt, 

More than my ſelf I'll make it: If ye will not, 

Sit down with this, and ſilence, for which Wiſdom 

Ye ſhall have Uſe of me, and much Honour ever, 

And be the ſame you were; if ye divulge it, 

Know I am far above the Faults I do, 

And thoſe I do, I am able to forgive too; 

And where your Credit in the Knowledge of it, 

May be with Gloſs enough ſuſpected, mine 

Is as mine own Command ſhall make it : 

Princes, though they be ſometime ſubject to looleWhiſpers, 

Yet wear they two edg*d-Swords for open Cenſures: 

Your Husband cannot help ye, nor the Soldier: 

Your Husband is my Creature, they my Weapons, 

And only where I bid 'em, ſtrike; I feed 'em. 

Nor can the Gods be angry at this Acticn, 

For as they make me moſt, they mean me happieſt, 

Which I had never been without this Pleaſure : 

Conſider, and farewel: You'll find your Women 

At Home before ye, they have had ſome Sport too, 

But are more thankful for it. [ Exit Emperor, 
Luc, Deſtruction find thee. ; 

Now which way mult Igo? My honeſt Houſe 

Will ſhake to ſhelter me, my Husband fly me, 

My Family, becauſe they are Honeſt, and deſire to be ſo, 

Muſt not endure me, not a Neighbour know me : 

What Woman now dare ſee me without Bluſhes, 

And pointing as I paſs, There, there, behold her, 

Look on her little Children, that is ſhe, 

That handſome Lady, mark. O my fad Fortunes! 

Is this the end of Goodneſs, this the Price 

Of all my carly Prayers to prot: ct me? 

W hy then I ſee there is no God but Power, 

Nor Virtue now alive thar cares for us, 

But what is either Lame or Senſual, 

How had I been thus wretchcd elſc? 

| Enter 
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Already in thy Tears, I have read thy Wrongs, 


And yet methinks we ſhould not part ſo lightly, 
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Enter Maximus and AÆcius. 

Aci. Let Titins 
Command the Company that Pontius loſt, 
And ſee the Foſſes deeper. 

Max. How now ſweet Heart, 

W hat make you here, and thus ? 

Aci. Lucina weeping ? 
This muſt be much Offence, 

Max. Look up and tell me, 
Why are youthus ? My Ring? O Friend, I have found it 
Ye were at Court, Sweet? 

Luc. Yes, this brought me thither. 

Max. Riſe, and go Home: I have my Fears, Acins : 

Oh my beft Friend, I am ruin'd ; go Lucina, 


Already found a Ceſar; go thou Lilly, 

Thou ſweetly drooping Flow'r : Go ſilver Swan, 
And fing thine own ſad Requiem: Go Lucina, 
And if thou dar'ſt, out- live this Wrong. 

Luc. I dare not. 1 ap 

Aci. Is that the Ring ye loſt ? 

Max. That, that, AMcius, ES. 
That curſed Ring, my elf, and all my Fortunes: 
'T has pleas'd the Emperor, my noble Maſter, 
For all my Services, and Dangers for him, 

To make me mine own Pandar ; was this Juſtice 
Oh my Acius, have l liv'd to bear this? 
Luc. Farewel for ever, Sir. 
Max. That's a ſad ſaying ; 
Bur ſuch a one becomes ye well, Lucie : 


Our Loves have been of longer growth, more rooted 
Than the ſharp Word of one Fare wel can ſcatter. 
Kiſs me: I find no Ceſar here; theſe Lips 
Taſte not of Raviſher in my Opinion. 
Was it not ſo ? ” 

Luc. O! Yes. 

Max. I dare believe thee, | 
For thou wert ever Truth it ſelf, and Sweetneſs: 
Indeed ſhe was, Ac ius. | = 
| 825 ei. 
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Aci. So ſhe is ſtill. 
Max. Once more: O my TLucina; O my Comfort, 
The Bleſhng of my Youth, the Life of my Life. 
Aci. I have ſeen enough to ſtagger my Obedience: 
Hold me ye cqual Gods, this is too ſinful. 

Max. W hy wertthou choſen out to make a W hore of? 
To me thou wert too chaſt: Fall Chrittal Fountains, 
And ever feed your Streams you rifing Sorrows, 

Till you have dropt your Miſtreis into Marble. 
Now go for ever from me. : 

Luc. Long farewel, Sir. : 

And as | have been Loyal, Gods think on me. 

Max. Stay, let me once more bid Farewel, Lucina, 
Farewel thou exccllent Example of us, 

Thou {ſtarry Virtue, fare thee well, ſeek Heavin, 
And there by Caſſiopeia ſhine in Glory, 
We are too baſe and dirty to preſerve thee. 
Aci. Nay, I muſt kiſs too: Such a Kits again, 
And from a Woman of ſo ripe a Virtue, 
Acins muſt not take : Farewel thou Phenix, 
If thou wilt die, Lucina; which well weigh'd 
If you can ceaſe a while from theſe ſtrange Thoughts, 
I with were rather alter'd. 955 
Luc. No. 
Mei. Miſtake not. 
I would not ſtain your Honour for the Empire, 
Nor any way decline you to Diſcredit, 
Tis not my fair Profeſſion, but a Villain's: 
I find and feel your Loſs as deep as you do, 
And am the ſame Acius, ſtill a+ Honeſt, 
The ſame Life I have ftill for Maximus, 
The ſame Sword wear for you, where Juſtice wills me, 
And 'tis no dull one: There ore miſconceive not: 
Only I would have you live a little longer, 
But a ſhort Year. 7 
Max. She muſt not. 

Luc. Why ſo long, Sir, N 
Am I not grey enough with Grief already? 

ci. Todraw from that wild Man a ſweet Repentance, 
And Goodneſs in his Days to come. 


Max. 
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Max. They are ſo, 
And will be ever N my Aciusc. 

ci. For who knows, but the fight of vou - 
His ſwoln Sins at the full, and . fair Views ſenting 
May like a fearful Viſion fright his F ollies, 
And once more bend him right again, which Bleſſin 
(If your dark Wrongs would give you leave to read) 
Is more than Death, and the Reward more glorious: 
Death only eaſes you; this, the whole Empire : 
Beſides compell'd,. and forc'd with Violence, 
To what ye have done, the Deed is none of yours, 


No nor the Juſtice neither; ye may live, 


And {till a worthier Woman, til] more honour'd : 
For arethoſe Trees the worſe we tear the Fruits from? 


Or ſhould the Eternal Gods deſite to periſh, 


Becauſe we daily violate their Truths, 
Which is the Chaſtity of Heav'n? No Lady, 
If ye dare live, ye may: And as our Sins 
Makes them more full of Equity and Juſtice, 


So this compulſive Wrong makes you more perfect 


The Empire too will blels ye. 
Max. Noble Sir, 
If ſhe were any thing to me but Honour, 
And that that's wedded to me too, laid in, 
Not to be worn away without my Being; 
Or could the Wrong be hers alone, or mine, 
Or both our Wrongs, not ty'd to after Tſtues, 
Not born anew in all our Names and Kindreds, 


I would defire her live; nav more, compel her: 


But ſince it was not Youth, but Malice did it; 

And not her own, nor mine, but both our Loſſes, 

Nor ſtays it there, but that our Names mutt find it, 
Even thoſe ta come; and when they Read, ſhe liv'd, 
Mult they not ask how often ſhe was raviih'd, 


And make a doubt the lov'd that more than Wedlock ? 


Therefore ſhe mult not live. 
Aci. Therefore ſhe mutt live, 
To teach the Wor'd ſuch Deaths are ſuperſtitious. 
Luc. The Tongues of Angels cannot alter me; 
For could the World again reſtore my Credit, 


As 
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As fair and abſolute as firſt I bred it, 
That World ! ſhould not truſt again. The Empire 
By my Life can get nothing but my Story, 
Which whilſt I Breathe muſt be but his Abuſes: 
And where ye counſel me to live, that Ce/ay 

May ſec his Errors, and repent, I'll tell ye, 

His Penitence is but Encreafe of Pleaſures, 

His Prayers never {aid but to deccive us; 

And when he weeps, as you think tor his Vices, 
is but as killing Drops from baleful Fugh-Trees 
That rot their honeft Neighbour : If he can grieve, 

As one that yet deſires his free Converſion, 
And almoſt glorics in his Penitence, 
I'll leave him Robes to mourn in, my ſid Aſhes. 

Aci. The farcwels then of happy Souls be with (ack, -- j 
And to thy Memory | be ever ſung j 
The Prailes of a juſt and conſtant Lady; | 
This fad Day wh hilſt! live, a Soldier's 1 =} Wy ; 
I' offer on thy Monument, and bring q 
Full of thy noble ſelf with Tears untold yer, 

Many a worthy Wi'e, to weep thy Ruin. 

Max. All that is Chaſt, upon thy Tomb ſhall flouriſh, "| 
All living Epitaphs be thine z Time, Story, } 
And what is left behind to piece our Lives, | 
Shall be no more abus'd with Tales and Trifles, 

But full of thee, ſtand to Eternity. 

Aci. Once more farewel, go find Elyfum, (ſings, 
There where the happy Souls are crown'd with Bleſ⸗- 

There where 'tis ever Spring, and ever Summer. 

Max. There where no bed- rid Juſtice comes; Truth, 
Are Keepers of that bleſſed Place; go thither, (Honour, 
For here thou liveſt chaſt Fire in rotten Timber. 

Aci. And fo our laſt Fare wels. 

Max. Gods give theejuſtice. Exit Lucina. 

Aci. His Thoughts begin to work; J tear bim, yet 
He ever was a noble Roman, but 
I know not what to think on't, he hath ſuffer'd 
Beyond a Man, if he ſtand this. 

Max. Acius, 

Am 1 alive, or has a dead Sleep ſeiz d me? 
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It was my Wife the Emperor. abus'd thus; 


And I muſt ſay, I am glad 1 had her for him 
Muſt I not, my Acius? ; 


Aci. I am ſtricken | 
With ſuch a ſtiff Amazement, that no Anſwer 
Can readily come from me, nor no Comfort: 
Will ye go Home, or go to my Houſe ? 

Max. Neither : | 
| have no Home, and you are mad Acius 
To keep me Company, I am a Fellow 
My own Sword would torſake, not ty'd unto. me: 

A Pandar is a Prince, to what I am fallen; 
By Heav'n I dare do nothing. | 
"ee. AS 00 VE.  - - 
Max. I am made a branded Slave, Acius, 
And yet I bleſs the Maker; 
Death O' my Soul, muſt 1 endure this tamely ? 
Muſt Maximus be mention'd for his Tales? 

I am a Child too; what ſhould I do railing ? 
cannot mend my ſelf, *ris Ceſar did it, 5 
And what am to him 7, „ 

Aci. Tis well confiderd; 8 3 

However you are tainted, be no Traitor. 

Time may out- wear the firſt, the laſt lives ever. 

Max. O that thou wert not living, and my Friend. 

ci. I'll bear a wary Eye upon your Actions, 
I fear ye Maximus, nor can I blame thee. _ 

If thou break'ft out, for by the Gods thy Wrong 
Deſerves a general Ruin: Do ye love me? 

Max. That's all IJ have to live on. 

Aci. Then go with me, | 
Ye ſhall not to your own Houſe. 

Max. Nor to any; | INOUE oY, 
My Griets are greater far than Walls can compaſs, _ + 
And yet I wonder how it happens with me, 

I am not dangerots, and O' my Confcience 

Should Ino ſee the Emperor i' th heat ont 
I ſhould not chide him fort; an Awe runs through me, 
feel it ſenſibly, that binds me to it. 
Jis at my Heat now, there it fits, and rules, 7 
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And methinks tis a pleaſure to obey it. 

Aci. This is a Mask to cozen me; I know ye, 
And how far ye dare do; no Roman farther, 

Nor with more fearleſs Valour; and I'll watch ye: 

Keep that Obedience ſtill. 

Max. Is a Wife's loſs 
(For her abuſe, much good may do his Grace, 

I'll make as bold with His Wife, if | can) 

More than the fading of a few freſh Colours, 

More than a luſty Spring loſt? . 
ei. No more, Maximus, 

To one that truly lives. 

Max. Why then care not, I can live well enough, Æcius. 
For look you, Friend, for Virtue, and thoſe Trifles, 
They may be bought, they ſay. 

Aci. He's craz d a little, 

His Grief has made him talk things from his Nature. 

Max. But Chaſtity is not a thing, I take it, 

To get in Rome, unleſs it be beſpoken 

A hundred Vear before; is it Acius? 

By'r Lady, and well handled too i'th' breeding. 
ei. Will ye go any way? 

Max. T'll tell thee, Friend. 

If my Wife for all this ſhould be a Whore now, 

A kind of kicker out of Sheets, twould vex me, 

For I am not angry yet; the Emperor 

Is young and handſome, and the Woman Fleſh, 

And may not theſe two couple without ſcratching? 
ci. Alas, my noble Friend. ; 
Max. Alas not me, | 

I am not wretched, for there's no Man miſcrable 

But he that makes himſelf ſo. 
ci. Will ye walk yet? (truth on't, 
Max. Come, come, ſhe dare not dye, Friend, that's the 

She knows the inticing Sweets and Delicacies 

Of a young Prince's _ and I thank her, 

She has made a way for Meximus to riſe by: 

Wilt not become me bravely? Why do you think 

She wept, and faid ſhe was Raviſh'd?: Keep it here 


And I'I diſcover to you. * 
Eci. Well. 
Vor, III. 3 Max: 
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, Max. She knows J 
love no bitten Fleſh, and out of that hope 
She might be from me, ſhe contriv'd this Knavery; 
Was it not monſtrous, Friend? 
Aci. Does he but ſeem ſo, 
Or is he Mad indeed? 
Max. O Gods, my Heart! 
Aci. Would it wou'd fairly break. 
Max. Methinks I am ſomewhat wilder than I was, 
And yet I thank the Gods I know my Duty. 
Enter Claudia. 


Clau. Nay ye may ſpare your Tears; ſhe's dead, 
She is ſo. 


Max. Why ſo it ſhould be: How ? 
Clau. When firſt ſhe enter'd 

Into her Houle, after a world of weeping, 

And bluſhing like the Sun- et, as we ſee her; 

Dare I, ſaid the, defile this Houſe with W hore, . 

In which his noble Family has flouriſh'd? 

At which ſhe fell, and ſtir'd no more; we rub'd her. 
Max. No more of that; be gone. Now my Acius, 

Exit Clau. 


If thou wilt do me pleaſure, weep a little, 
J am fo parch'd I cannot: Your Example 
Has brought the Rain down now: Now lead me, Friend, 
And as we walk together, let's pray together truly, 
I may not fall from Faith. 
Aci. That's nobly fpoken. . - 
Max. Was I not wild, Acius? 
Aci. Somewhat troubled. 8 ale 
1 Max. | felt no Sorrow then: Now I'll go with ye, 
| But do not name the Woman: Fye, what Fool 
Am I to weep thus? Gods, Lucina, take thee, 
For thou wert even the beſt, and worthieſt Lady. 
Aci. Good Sir, no more, I ſhall be melted with it. 
Max, | have done, and good Sir comfort me. | 
Would there were Wars now. | 
Aci. Sctile your Thoughts, come. 
| Max. So | have now, Friend, 
Of my deep Lamentations here's an end. beg, 
| 7 
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Euter Pontius, Phidias, and Aretus. 

Phi. By my Faith, Captain Pontius, beſides pity 
Of your fall'n Fortunes, what to ſay I know not, 

For *tis too true the Emperor deſires not, 
But my beſt Maſter, any Soldier near him. 

Are. And when he underſtands, he caſt your Fortunes 
For Diſobedience, how can we incline him 
(That are but under Perſons to his Favours) 

To any fair Opinion? Can ye Sing ? 

Pon. Not to pleaſe him, Aretus, for mv Songs 

Go not to th' Lute, or Viol, but to th' Trumpet, 
My Tune kept on a Target, and my Subject 
The well ſtruck Wounds of Men, not Love, or Women. 

Phi. And thoſe he underſtands not. 

Pon. He ſhould, Phidias. 

Are. Could you not leave this killing way a little? 
You muſt if here you would plant your ſelf, and rather 
Learn as we do, to like what thoſe affect 
That are above us: Wear their Actions, | 
And think they keep us warm too: What they ſay, 
Though oftentimes they ſpeak a little fooliſhly, 

Not {tay to conſtrue, but prepare to execute, 
And think however the end falls, the buſineſs 
Cannot run empty-handed. 5 

Phi. Can ye flatter, 

And if it were put to you, lie a little? 

Pon. Yes, if it be a Living. 

Are. That's well ſaid then. 

Pon. But muſt theſe Lies and Flatteries be believ'd then? 
. Phi, Oh yes, by any means. | 
Pon. By any means then, 

I cannot lic, nor flatter. 

Are. Ye mult ſwear too, 

If ye be there. | 

Vn. 1 can ſwear, if they move me. 

Fþi. Cannot ye forſwear too. 

Pon. The Court for ever, - 

If it be grown ſo wicked. 

Are. You ſhould procure a little too. 5 
i e. | Od: wind; 2. Pon; 
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Pon. What's that? 2 


Mens honeſt ſayings for my Truth? 
Are. Oh no, Sir: | 


| 
| 
| 


But Womens honeſt Actions for your trial. 
Pon. Do you do all theſe things? 
: Phi. Do you not like *em? 
Pon. Do ye ask me ſeriouſly, or trifle with me? 
Jam not ſo low yet, to be your Mirth. 
Are. You do miſtake us, Captain, for ſincerely, 
We ask you how you like 'em? KT 
Dion. Then ſincerely 
I tell ye 1 abhor em: They are ill ways, 
And 1 will ſtarve before I fall into em. | 
The doers of 'em Wretches, their baſe hungers 
Cares not whoſe Bread they eat, nor how they get it. 
Are. What then, Sir? 
Pon. If you profeſs this Wickedneſs, 
Becauſe ye have been Soldiers, and born Arms, 
The Servants of the brave Æcius, 
And by him put to th' Emperor, give me leave, 
Or I mult take it elſe, to lay ye are Villains, | 
For all your Golden Coats, Deboſh'd, baſe Villains, 
Yet I do wear a Sword to tell ye ſo. . 3 
Is this the way you mark out for a Soldier, 
A Man that has commanded for the Empire, 
And born the Reputation of a Man? 
Are there not lazy things enough call'd Fools and Coward, 
And poor encugh to be preferr'd for Pandars, 
[| Bu wanting Soldiers muſt be Knaves too? ha: 
Thi: the trim courſe of Life: Were not ye born Bawds, 
And ſo inherit but your Rights? I am poor, 
And may expect a worſe; yet digging, pruning, _ 
[ Mending of broken Ways, carrying of Water, 
| Planting of Worts, and Onions, any thing IE 
{ That's honeſt, and a Man's, I 1I rather chuſe, 
0 . Ay, and live better on it, which is juſterr,rrm 
Drink my well-gotten Water with more Pleaſure, 
When my Endeavour's done, and Wages paid me, 
Than you do Wine, eat my courſe Bread not curſt, 
And mend upon't; your Diets are Difeaſes; : p 
n 


Yet may be warm, and keep the biting Wind our, 
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And ſleep as ſoundly, when my Labour bids me, 
As any forward Pandar of ye all, 

And riſe a great deal honeſter; my Garments, 
Thqugh not as yours, the ſoft ſins of the Empire, 


When every ſingle Breath of poor Opinion 
Finds you through all your Velvets. 

Are. You have hit it, 
Nor are we thoſe we ſeem; the Lord Æcius q 
Put us good Men to th' Emperor, fo we have ſerv'd him, 1 
Though much neglected for it : So dare be ſtill: 

Your Curſes are not ours : We have ſeen your Fortune, 
But yet know no way to redeem it: Means, . 
Such as we have, ye ſhall not want, brave Pontius, 

But pray be temperate, if we can wipe out 

The way of your Offences, we are yours, Sir; 

And you ſhall live at Court an honeſt Man too. 

Phi. That little Meat and Means we have, we'll ſhare it, 
Fear not to be as we are; what we told ye, 

Were but meer tryals of your Truth: You're worthy, 
And fo we'll ever hold ye; ſuffer better, 
And then ye are a right Man, Pontius; 
If my good Maſter be not ever angry, 
Ye ſhall command again. 

Pon. I have found two good Men : Uſe my Life, 
For it is yours, and all I have to thank ye. | Exeunr. 


S GENE III. 


Enter Maximus. 

Max. There's no way elſe to do it, he muſt d 
This Friend mult die, this Soul of Maximus, 
Without whom I am nothing but my Shame, 
This perfectneſs that keeps me from Opinion, 
Muſt dye, or I muſt live thus branded ever: 
A hard choice, and a fatal; Gods ye have given me 
A way to credit, but the Ground to go on, 
Ye have levell'd with that precious Life I love moſt, 
Yet] muſt on, and through; for if I offer 
To, take my way without him, like a Sea 
He bears his high Command, twixt me and Ve: geance 
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And in my own Road ſinks me, he is honeſt, 

Of a moſt conſtant Loyalty to Ceſar, 

And when he ſhall but doubt, I dare attempt him, 

But make a queſtion of his 111, but ſay 

What is a Cæſar, that he dare do this, 

Dead ſure he cuts me off: AMcins dies, 

Or have loſt my ſelf: Why ſhould I kill him? 

Why ſhould I kill my ſelf? for *tis my killing, 

Acius is my Root, and wither him, 

Like a dec ying Branch, I fall to nothing. 

Is he not more io me, than Wife, than Ceſar? 

Though I had now my ſafe Revenge upon him, 

Is he not more than Rumour, and his Friendſhip 
S weeter than the love of Women? What is Honour 

We all fo ſtrangely are bewitch'd withal ? 

Can it relieve me if 1 want? he has; 

Can Honour, twixt the incenſed Prince, and Envy, 

Bear up the Lives of worthy Men? he has; 

Can Honour pull the Wings of fearful Cowards, 
And make em turn again like Tygers? he has, 

And I have liv'd to ſee this, and preſerv'd ſo; 

Why ſhould this empty word incite me then 

To what is ill, and cruel? ler her periſh - 

A Friend is more than all the World, than Honour; 

She is a Woman, and her Loſs the leſs, 

And with her go my Griefs: But hark ye, Maximus, 

Was ſhe not yours? Did ſhe not dye, to tell ye 

She was a Raviſh'd Woman? Did not Juſtice 

Nobly begin with her, that not deſerv'd it, 

And ſhall he live that did it? Stay a little, 

Can this Abuſe die here? Shall not Mens Tongues 
Diſpute it afterward, and ſay I gave . 

(Affecting dull Obedience, and tame Duty, 

And led away with fondneſs of a Friendſnip) 

The only Virtue of the World to Slander? 

Is not this certain, was not ſhe a chaſt one, 

And ſuch a one, that no compare dwelt with her, 

One of ſo ſweet a Virtue, that Acius, 

Even he himſelf, this Friend that holds me from it, 

Out of his worthy Love to me, and Juſtice, 
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Had it not been on Ceſar, he'd reveng'd her? 
By Heav'n he told me ſo; what ſhall | do then? 
Euter a Servant. 
Can other Men affect it, and I cold? 
I fear he mult not live. 
Serv. My Lord, the General 
Is come to ſeek ye. 
Max. Go, intreat him to enter: 
O brave Acius, I could wiſh thee now 
As far from Friendſhip to me, as from Fears, 
That I might cut thee off, like that I weigh'd not. 
Is there no way without him, to come near it ? 
For out of honeſty he muſt deſtroy me 8 
If attempt it; he muſt dye as others, 
And I mutt loſe him; 'tis neceſſity, 
Only the time, and means is all the difference; 
Bur yet I would not make a Murther of him, 
Take him directly for my doubts; he ſhall dye, 
I have found a way to do it, and a ſafe one, 
It ſhall be Honour ro him too: 1 know not 
What to determine certain, I am to troubled, 
And ſuch a deal of Conſcience preſſes me; 
Would I were dead my elf. 
eis. 
Aci. You run away well; 
How got you from me, Friend? 
Max. That that leads mad Men; 
A ſtrong Imagination made me wander. 
Aci. I thought ye had been more ſettlod. 
Max, 1 am well, | 
But you muſt give me leave a little ſometimes 
To have a buzzing in my Brains. 
Aci. Ye are dangerous, 
But I'll prevent it if I can; ye told me 
You would go to th' Army. | 
Max. Why, to have my Throat cut, 
Muſt he not be the braveſt Man, Ace, 
That ſtrikes me firſt? 
Aci. Vou promiſed me a Freedom 4 
From all theſe Thoughts, and why { ould any — you” 
8 e | ia. 
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Max. I am an Enemy, a wicked one, 
Worſe than the, Foes of Rome, I am a Coward, 
A Cuckold, and a Coward, that's two cauſes | 


Hi. Ye arc neithers... 
And durſt another tell me ſo, he dy'd for't. 
For thus far on mine Honour, I'll aſſure you 
No Man more lov'd than you, and for your Valour, 
And what ye may be, fair; no Man more follow d. 
Max. A doughty Man indeed: But that's all one, 
The Emperor, nor all the Princes living 
Shall find a flaw in my Coat; I have ſuffer'd, 
And can yet; let them find Infliftions, 
Pil find a Body for 'em, or Vil break it. 
*Tis not a Wife can thruſt me out; ſome loo d for't, 
But let em look till they are blind with looking, 
They are but Fools; yet there is Anger in me, 
That I would fain diſperſe, and now I think on't, 
You told me, Friend, the Provinces are ſtirring, 
We ſhall have ſport I hope then, and what's dangerous 
A Battel ſhall beat from me. 
ci. Why do ye eye me 
With ſuch a ſettled look? 
Max. Pray tell me this, 
Do we not love extremely? 1 love you ſo. 
Aci. If I ſhould ſay I lov'd not you as truly, 
I ſhould do that I never durſt do, lie. 
Max. If I ſhould dye, would it not grieve you much? 
Aci. Without all doubt. TY | 
Aar. And could you live without me? | 
ci. It would much trouble me to live without ye, 
Our Loves, and loving Souls have been ſo us d 
But to one Houſhold in us: But to dye 
Becauſe I could not make you live, were Woman, 
Far much too weak; were it to ſave your Worth, 
Or to redeem your Name from rooting out, 
To quit you bravely fighting from the Foe, 
Or fetch ye off, where Honour had ingag'd ye, 
I ought, and would dye for ye. | | 3175 
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Max. Truly ſpoken. | 

What Beaſt but I, that muſt, could hurt this Man now? 
Would he had raviſh'd me, I would have paid him, 
I would have taught him ſuch a Trick, his Eunuchs 
Nor all his black-ey'd Boys dreamt of yet | 
By all the Gods I am mad now; now were Ceſar 
Within my reach, and on his glorious top 
The Pile of all the World, he went to nothing 
The Deſtinies, nor all the Dames of Hell, 
Were I once grapl'd with him, ſhould relieve him, 
No not the hope of Mankind more; all periſhed; 
But this is Words, and Weakneſs. 

Aci. Ye look ſtrangely. 

Max. I look but as I am, I am a Stranger. 

ene? | 

Max. To every one, I am no Roman; 

Nor what I am do I know. 

ci. Then I'll leave ye. ; 

Max. I fird I am beſt ſo, if ye meet with Maximus 
Pray bid him be an honeſt Man for my fake, 

You may do much upon him; for his Shadow, 
Let me alone. | 

Aci. Ye were not wont to talk thus, 
And to your Friend; ye have ſome Danger in you, 
That willingly would run to Action. SORE 
Take heed, by all our love take heed. 

Max. 1, Danger? Et 
I, willing to do any thing, I dig. 
Has not my Wife been dead two Days already? 

Are not my Mournings by this time Moth-eaten? 
Are not her Sins diſpers'd ro other W omen, 
And many one raviſh'd to relieve her? 

Have I ſhed Tears theſe twelve Hours ? 

Aci. Now ye weep. Ea 

Max. Some lazy Drops that ſtay'd behind. 

A ci, VI! tell ye, NN £ 
And I muſt tell ye Truth, were it not hazard, 
And almoſt certain Loſs of all the Empire, 
| would min with ye: Were it any Man's 

Zur hi Life, that is Life of us, he loſt it 


* 
9 
1 

" 

'F 

: 

> 

. ? 

«i 

1 

7 

1 

: 


b At of FEES je ES 1; ACPI 


— 4 ”., 
e A „ 
—— 9 


— — * eek 4 = . 
6 > J 
* r * 


1362 The Tragedy of Valentinian, 


For doing of this Miſchief: I would take it, 
And to your reſt give ye a brave Revenge: 
But as the Rule now ſtands, and as he rules, 
And as the Nations hold in Diſobedience, 
One Pillar failing, all muſt fall; I dare not: 
Nor is it juſt you ſhould be ſuffer d in it, 
Therefore again take heed : On foreign Foes 
| We are our own Revengers, but at Home 
On Princes that are Eminent and ours, 
"Tis fit the Gods ſhould judge us: Be not raſh, 
Nor let your angry Steel cut thoſe ye know not 
For by this fatal Blow, if ye dare ftrike it, 
As I ſce great Aims in ye, thoſe unborn yet, 

And thol to come, of them andrheſe ſucceeding, 
Shall bleed the Wrath of Maximus: For me, 
As ye now bear your ſelf, I am your Friend till, 

If ye fall off I will not flatter ye; _ 
And in my Hands, were ye my Soul, you periſh'd : 
Once more be careful, ſtand, and ſtill be worthy, 
Fl leave ye for this Hour. (Exit. 

Max. Pray do. *Tis done : 

And Friendſhip, fince thou canſt not hold in Dangers, 
Give me a certain Ruin, I muſt through it. [ Exit. 


ACT EI. 
Enter Emperor, Lycinius, Chilax, and Balbus. 
Emp. EAD? | 
r 1 Chi. So *tis thought, Sir. 
Emp. How ? . 
Lyc. Grief, and Diſgrace, 
As People fay. 
Emp. No more, I have too much ont, 
Too much by you, you whetters of my Follics, 
Ye Angel formers of my Sins, but Devils; \ 
Where is your cunning now? You would work Wonders, 
There was no Chaſtity above your Practice, 


Yey would undertake to make her love her Wr 77 
| et | N 
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And doat upon her Rape: Mark what I tell ye, 
If ſhe be dead—— fs. 


Chi. Alas, Sir! 
Emp. Hang ye Raſcals, 
Ye blaſters of my Yourh, if the be gone, 
*T were better ye had been your Fathers Camels, 


Ground under daily weights of Wood and Water: 
Am I not Ceſare 


Lyc. Mighty, and our Maker. 


Emp. Than thus have given my Pleaſures to Deſtruction. 
Look ſhe be living, Slaves. 


Lyc. Weare no Gods, Sir, 
If ſhe be dead, to make her new again. 
Emp. She cannot dye, ſhe muſt not dye; are thoſe 
I plant my Love upon but common Livers? 
Their Hours as others, told 'em? Can they be Aſhes? 
Why do ye flatter a Belief into me | 
That J am all that is, the World's my Creature, 
The Trees bring forth their Fruits whenl ſay Summer, 
The Wind, that knows no limit but his wildnels, 
At my Command moves not a Leat ; the Sea 
With his proud Mountain Waters envying Heav'n, 
When! ſay till, run into chriſtal Mirrors, 
Can I do this and ſhe dye? Why ye Bubbles, 
That with my leaſt Breath break, no more remembred; 
Ye Moths that fly about my Flame and perith, 
Ye golden Canker-worms, that eat my Honours, 
Living no longer than my ſpring of Favour : 
Why do ye make me God that can do nothing ? 
Is ſhe not dead? 
Chi. All Women are not with her. 
En p. A common W hore ſerves you, and far above ye, 
The Pleaſures of a Body lam'd with Lewdnels 
A meer perpetual Motion makes ye happy: 
Am J a Man to traffick with Diſcaſes? 
Can any but a Chaſtity ſerve Ceſar? 
And ſuch a one the Gods would kneel to purchalc ? 
You think, becauſe you have bred me up to Pleaſures, 
And almoſt run me over all the rare ones, 
Vour Wives will ſerve the turn: 1 care not for * i 
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Your Wives are Fencers Whores, and ſhall be Footmens 
Though ſometimes my nice Will, or rather Anger ; 
Have made ye Cuckolds for variety; 
I would not have ye hope, nor dream, ye poor ones, 
Always ſo great a Bleſling from me; go 
Get your own Infamy hereafter, Raſcals, 
T have done too nobly for ye, ye enjoy 
Each one an Heir, the royal Seed of Ceſar, 
And I may curſe ye for't; your wanton Gennets, - 
That art fo Proud, the Wind gets em with Fillies, 
Taught me this foul Intemperance: Thou Licinius, 
Haſt ſuch a Meſſalina, ſuch a Lais, 
The Backs of Bulls cannot content, nor Stallions, 
TheSweat of fifty Men a Night do's nothing. 
Lic. Your Grace but jeſts, I hope. 
| Emp. Tis Oracle. ES 
| The Sins of other Women put by hers 
| Shew off like Sanctities: Thine's a Fool, Chilax, 
| Yet ſhe can tell to twenty, and all Lovers, 
hh And all lien with her too, and all as ſhe is, 
| Rotten, and ready for an Hoſpital. _ 
Yours is a holy W hore, Friend Balbus. 
Bal. Well, Sir. * 
up. One that can pray away the Sins ſhe ſuffers, - 
But not the Puniſhments : She has had ten Baſtards, 
Five of em now are Lictors, yet the prays; 
She has been the Song of Rome, and common Paſquil; 
3 Since I durſt ſee a Wench, ſhe was Camp Miſtreſs, 
| And muſter'd all the Cohorts, paid 'em too, 
» | They have it yet to ſhew, and yet ſhe prays 3 
| She is now to enter old Men that are Children, 
| And have forgot their Rudiments: Am I + 
Left for theſe wither'd Vices ? And but one, 
But one of all the World that could content me, 
And ſnatch d away in ſnewing? If your Wives 
Be not yet Witches, or your ſelves, now be ſo 
And fave your Lives, raiſe mg this noble Beau 
As when I forc'd her, full of Conftancy, . 
Or by the . VVV 
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Emp, Slaves. 0 
Lic. Good Proculus. 
Pro. By Heav'n you ſhall not ſee it, 
It may concern the Empire. 
Emp. Ha ! What ſaid'ſt thou? 
Is ſhe not dead? 
Pro. Not any one I know, Sir; 
I come to bring your Grace a Letter, here 
Scatter'd belike1'th* Court: Tis {ent to Maximus, 
And bearing Danger in it. 
Emp. Danger? Where? 
Double our Guard. 
Pro. Nay no where, but i'th' Letter. 3 
Emp. What an aMicted Conſcience do I live with 
And what a Beaſt I am grown? I had forgotten 
To ask Heav'n Mercy for my Fault, and was now 
Even raviſhing again her Memory, 
I find there muſt be Danger in this Deed : 
Why do I ſtand diſputing then, and whining ? | 
For what is not the Gods to give, they cannot, (chief. 
Though they would link their Powers in one, do miſ- 
This Letter may betray me; get ye gone; Exeunt. 
And wait me inthe Garden, guard the Houſe well, 
And keep this from the Empreſs. The Name Maximus 
Runs through me like a Feaver; this may be | 
Some private Letter upon private Buſineſs, 
Nothing concerning me: Why ſhould 1 open't ? 
I have Tons him Wrong enough already; yet 
It may concern me tov, the Time ſo tells me; 
The wicked Deed I have done, aſſures me 'tis ſo. 
Be what it will, I'll ſee it, if that be not Rn 
Part of my Fears, among my other Sins, 
Ill purge it out in Prayers: 
How? What's this? 8 
Letter read. Lord Maximus, you love Æcius, 
And are his noble Friend too; bid him be leſs, gs 
I mean leſs with the People, Times are dangerous: 
The Army is his; the Emperor in doubts, 
And as ſome will not ſtick to ſay, declining; 
You ſtand a conſtant Man in either Fortunes; 
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Perſwade him, he is loſt elſe: Though Ambition 
Be the laſt Sin he touches at, or never; 

Yet what the People mad with loving him, 

And as they willingly defire another, 

May tempt him too, or rather force his Goodneſs, 
Is to be doubted mainly : He is all, 


(As he ſtands now) but the meer Name of Ceſar, 
And ſhould the Emperor inforce him leſſer, 
Not comming DON r it were more dangerous: 
He is Honeſt, and will hear you: Doubts are ſcatter'd, 
And almoſt come to growth in every Houſhold: 
Yer in my fooliſh Judgment, were this maſter'd ; 
The People that are now but Rage, and his, 
Might be again Obedience: Vou Tall know me 
When Rome is fair again; *till when I love you. 
No Name! This may be cunning, yet it ſeems not ; 
For there is nothing in it but is certain, 
Beſides my ſafety. _ 
Had not good Germanicus, 
That was as Loyal, and as ftraight as he is, 
If not prevented by Tiberius, 
Been by the Soldiers forc'd their Emperor? 

He had, and 'tis my Wiſdom to remember it. 

And was not Corbulo, even that Corbulo, 
That ever Fortunate and living Roman, 
That broke the Heart Strings of the Parthians, 
And brought Arſaſes line upon their Knees, 
Chain'd tothe Awe of Rome, becauſe he was thought 
(And but in Wine once) fit to make a Ceſar, - 
Cut off by Nero? I muſt ſeek my Safety: 

For tis the fame again, if not beyond it: 

I know the Soldier loves him more than Heav'n, 
And will adventure all his Gods to raiſe him; 
Me he hates more than Peace : What this may breed, 
If dull Security and Confidence 5 

Let him grow up, a Fool may find, and laugh at. 
But why Lord Maximus, I injur'd ſo, F 
Should be the Man to counſel him, I know not; 
More than he has been Friend, and lov'd Allegiance: 
What now he is 1 fear, for bis Abuſes 
e e Without 
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Without the People dare draw Blood. Who waits there? 


Enter a Servant. 
Servant. Your Grace. 


Emp. Call Phidias and Aretus hither : 
I'll find a Day for him too; times are dangerous, 
The Army his, the Emperor in doubts: 
I find it is too true; did he not tell me 
1. As if he had intent to make me Odious, 
2. And to my Face; and by a way of Terror, 
What Vices I was grounded in, and almoſt 
Proclaim'd the Soldiers hate againſt me? Is not 
The ſacred Name and Dignity of Ceſar 
(Were this Mcins more than Man) ſufficient 
To ſhake off all his Honeſty ? He's dangerous 
Though he be good, and though a Friend, a fear'd one, 
And ſuch I muſt not ſleep by: Are they come yet? 
do believe this Fellow, and I thank him; 
T was time to look about, if I muſt periſh, 
Yet ſhall my Fears go foremoſt, 
Enter Phidias and Aretus. 
Phi. Life to Ceſar. 
Emp. Is Lord Acius waiting? 
Phi. Not this Morning, 
I rather think he's with the Army. 
Emp. Army? | 
do not like that Army: Go unto him, 
And bid him ſtraight attend me, and do ye hear, 
Come private without any; I have Buſineſs 
Only for him. ; 
Phi. Your Grace's Pleaſure. [ Exit Phidias. 
_ Emp. Go; 53 
What Soldier is the ſame, I have ſeen him often, 
That keeps you Company, Aretus ? 
Are. Me, Sir? 
Emp. Ay, you Sir. 
Are. One they call Pontius, 
An't pleaſe your Grace. 
Emp. A Captain? 
#8. e, he was ſo; — Poles 
But ſpeaking ſomething roughly in his Want. 
on | Eſpecially 
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1368 The Tragedy of Valentinian. 
Es pecially of Wars, the noble General 
Out of a ſtrict All eg iance caſt his Fortunes. 

Emp. H' as been a valiant Fellow. 

Are. So he's {till 

Emp. Alas, the General might have doe Follies, 
Soldiers will Talk ſometimes. 

Are. I am glad of this. 

Emp. He wants Preferment, as I take it. 

Are. Les, Sir; 

And for that noble Grace his Life Mall ſerve. 

Emp. I have a Service for him: 

I ſhame a Soldier ſhould become a Beggar 3 
I like the Man, Aretus. 

Are. Gods protect ye. 

Emp. Bid him repair to Proculus, and there 
He ſhall receive the Buſineſs, and Re ward for't : 
PI fee him ſetled too, and as a Soldier, 

We ſhall want ſuch. 

The Sweets of Heav'n ftill Crown ye, 

I have a fearful Darkneſs in my Soul, 

And 'til] be deliver'd, ſtill am dying. Exeunt. 


S 


Enter Maximus alone. 

Max. My way has taken: All the Court's in Guard, 
And Buſineſs every where, and every Corner 
Full of ſtrange Whiſpers: I am leaſt in Rumour, 

Enter Æcius and Phidias. 
And fo I'll keep my ſelf, Here comes Æcius, 
] fee the Bait is ſwallow'd: If he be loſt 
He is my Martyr, and my way ſtands open, 
And Honour on thy Head, his Blood is reckon'd. (arm d! : 
ei. Why how now Friend, what make ye here un- 
Are ye turn'd Merchant? 

Max. By your fair perſwaſions, 

And ſuch a Merchant trafficks without danger: 5 

1 have forgotten all, Æcius, 

And which is more, forgiven. 

Sci. Now I love ye, 

2 do, ye are a * Roman. amis | 
© ep © Max. 
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Max. The fair Repentance of my Prince to me 
is more than Sacrifice of Blood and, Vengeance; 
No Eyes ſhall weep her Ruins, but mine own. 
Aci. Still ye take more Love from me: Virtuous Friend, 
The Gods make poor Æcius worthy of the. 
Max. Only in me y'are poor, Sir: And 1 worthy 
Only in being yours : v7 
But why your Arm thus, 
Have ye been hurt, Acius ? 
Aci. Bruis d a little; ; at 
My Horſe fell with me, Friend; which till this Morning 
I never knew him do. | 
Max. Pray Gods it bode well ; 
And now I think on't better, ye ſhall back, 
Let my Perfwaſtons rule ye. 
Aci. Back! why, Maximus? 
The Emperor commands me come. 
Max. I like not 
At this Time his Command. 
Aci. I do at all Times, 4 
And all Times will obey it, why not now then? 
Max. I'Il tell ye why, and as I have been goveri'd; 
Be you ſo, noble Friend: The Court's in Guard, 
Arm'd ſtrongly, for what Purpoſe, let me fear; 
do not like your going. | 
Aci, Were it Fire; | 
And that Fire certain to conſume this Body; 
If Ceſar ſent, I would go; never fear Man; 
If he take me, he takes his Arms away. 
I ara too plain and true to be ſuſpected, 
Max. Then ] have dealt unwiſely. 
Aci. If the Emperor, Re 
Becauſe he meerly may, will have my Life, 
That's all he has to work on, and all ſhall have : 
Let him, he loves me better: Here I withef, 
And happily may live, till ignorantly 


run into a Fault worth Death: Nay more, Diſhon6ur. 


Now all my Sins, I dare fay thoſe of Duty 


Are printed here, and if I fall ſo happy, . On 
I blels the Grave I lye in, and the Gols 
Ver. III. 2 Equal, 
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1370 The Trageay of Valentinian. 


Equal, as dying on the Enemy, 
Mult take me up a Sacrifice. 


Max. Go on then, | 1 
And I'll go with ye. 


Aci. No, ye may not, Friend. 


Max. He cannot be a Friend, bars me Acius; 
Shall J forſake ye in my doubts? 
Aci. V muſt, 


Max, I mult not, nor I will not; have I liv'd 
Only to be a Carpet Friend for pleaſure ? 
I can endure a Death as well as Cazo. 


Aci. There is no Death nor Danger in my going, 
Nor none muſt go along. 


Max. I have a Sword too. 
And once I could have us'd it for my Friend. 
Aci. Ineed no Sword, nor Friend in this, pray leave me; 
And as ye love me, do not over love me; 
I am commanded none ſhall come: At Supper 
Flt meet ye, and we'll drink a Cup or two; 
Ye need good Wine, ye have been ſad : Farewel. 
Max. Farewel my noble Friend, let me embrace ye 
E'er ye depart; it may be one of us 
Shall never do the like again. 
Aci. Yes often. 
Max. Farewel, good dear Ecius, | 
Aci. Farewel M Kim, 


Till Night: Indeed you doubt too wk [ Exit. 
Max. 1 do not: 
Go worthy Innocent, and make the 8 


Of Ceſar's {ins ſo great, Heav'n may want Mercy. 
Il hover hereabout to know what paſſes : 
And if he be fo deviliſh to deſtroy thee, 


In thy Blood ſhall begin his * : Exit. 


SCEN E nr. 
Enter Proculus, aud Pontius. 


Pro. Beſi des this, if you do it, you enjoy 
The Aale Name Rae ian: More than that too, 


The 
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The Friend of Ceſar ye are ſtil'd: there's nothing 
Within the hopes of Rome, or preſent being, 
But you may ſafely ſay is yours. 
Pon. Pray ſtay, Sir; 
What has Acins done to be deſtroy'd? 
At leaſt I would have a colour. 
Pro. Le have ore, | 
Nay all that may be given, he is a Traitor, 
One, any Man would ftrike that were a Subject. 
Pon. Is he ſo foul? | 
Pro. Ves, a molt fearfu] Traitor. | 
Pon. A fearful Plague upon thee, for thou lyeſt; 
I ever thought the Soldier would undo him 
With his too much Affection. 
Pro. Ye have hit it, 
They have brought him to Ambition. 
Pon, Then he is gone. 
Pro. The Emperor, out of a fooliſh pity, 
Would ſave him yet. 
Pon. Is he ſo mad? 
Pro. He's madder ! 
Would go to th' Army to him. 
Pon. Would 'a ſo? 5 
Pro. Ves, Pontius; but we conſider —— 
Pon. Wiſely. | SR. 
Pro. How elſe, Man, that the State lies in it. 
Pm. And your Lives too. 
Pro. And every Man's. 
PD vn. He did me 
All the Diſgrace he could. 
Pro. And ſcurvily. _ Bs 8 
Pon. Out of a Miſchief meerly: Did you mark it? 
Ves, well enough. 3 
Pro. Now ye have means to quit it; 
The deed done, take his Place. 
Pon. Pray let me think on't, 
'Tis ten to one I do it. | 3 
Pro. Do, and be happy. 950 | [Exit Pro 
Pon. This Emperor is made of nought but miſchief, 


Sure, Murther was his Mother: None to lop, — 
e „ 22 : But · 
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But the main Link he had? Upon my Conſcience 

The Man is truly honeſt, and that kills him; 

For to live here, and ſtudy to be true, | 

Is all one to be Traitors : Why ſhould he dye ? 

Have they not Slaves and Raſcals for their Off rings 
In full abundance; Bawds more than Beaſts for ſlaughter? 
Have they not ſinging Whores enough, and Knavestoo, 
And millions of ſuch Martyrs to ſink Charon, 

But the beſt Sons of Rome mult fail too? I will ſhew him 
(Since he muſt Dye) x way to do it truly: 

And though he bears me hard, yer ſhall he know, 

I am born to make him bleſs me for a Blow. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. 
| Enter Phidias, Aretus and Acius: | 
Phi. Vet ye may *'ſcapetoth' Camp, we'll hazard with ye. 
Are. Loſe not your Life ſo baſely, Sir: Ve are arm'd, 
And many when they ſec your Sword out, and know why, 
uſt follow your Adventure. 
Aci. Get ye from me : 
Is not the Doom of Ceſar on this Body, 
Do not] bear my laſt Hour here, now ſent me? 
Am ] not old Æcius, ever dying? | 
Youthinkthis Tenderneſsand Love you bring me, 
Tis Treaſon, and the ſtrength of Diſobedie:ce, 
And if ye tempt me further, ye ſhall feel it: 
I ſeek the Camp for Safety, when my Death 
Ten times more glorious than my Life, and laſting 
Bids me be happy: Let the Fool fear dying, 
Or he that weds a Woman for his Honour, 
Dreaming no other Life to come but Kiſſes; 
Acius is not now to learn to Suffer: 
If ye dare ſhew a juſt Affection, kill me, 
J ſtay but thoſe that muſt - Why do ye weep? 
Am I ſo wretched to deſerve Mens Pitics? FT 
Go give your Tears to thoſe that loſe their Worths, 
Fexail their Miſeries, for me wear Garlands, | 
Drink Wine, and much; ſing Peans to my Praiſe, 
1at to triumph Friends, and more than Cæſar, = 
| of 
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For Cefar fears to die, I love to die. 
Phi. O my dear Lord! 
Aci. No more, go, go, I ſay; 
Shew me not ſigns of Sorrow, I deſerve none; 
Dare any Man lament, I ſhould die.nobly ?. 
Am I grown Old to have ſuch Enemies? 
When I am dead, ſpeak honourably of me, 
That is, preſerve my Memory from dying; 
There if you needs muſt weep yourruin'd Maſter, 
A Tear or two will ſeem well: This I charge ye, 
(Becauſe ye ſay you yet love Old AÆcius) 
See my poor Body burnt, and ſome to. ſin 
About my Pile, and what have done and ſuffer'd, 
If Ceſar kill not that too: At your Banquets, 
When I am gone, if any chance to number 
The Times that have been ſad and dangerous, 
Say how 1 tell, and 'tis ſufficient : | 
No more I ſay, he that laments my End 
By all the Gods diſhonours me; be gone 
And ſuddenly, and wiſely from my Dangers, 
My Death is catching elle. 
Phi. We fear not dying: 
Aci. Vet fear a wilful Death, the juſt Gods hate it, 
I need no Company to that, that Children 
Dare do alone, and Slaves are proud to purchaſe; 
Live *till your Honeſtics, as mine has done, 
Make this corrupted Age fick of your Virtues, 
Then die a Sacrifice, and then ye know 
The noble Uſe of dying well, and Roman. 
Are. And muſt we leave ye, Sir ? 
Aci. We muſt all die, | 
All leave our ſelves, it matters not, where, when, 
Nor how, ſo we die well: And can that Man that does {© 
Need Lamentation for him? Children weep 
Becauſe they have offended, or for Fear, 
Women for want of Will, and Anger; is there 
In noble Man, that truly ſeels both poiſes 
OfLife and Death, ſo much of this wet weakneſs, 
Todrowna glorious Death in Childand Woman? 
Tam aſham'd to ſee ye; * ye move me, == 
| \n 
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And were it not my Manhood would accuſe me, 
For covetous to live, I ſhould weep with ye. 
Phi, O we ſhall never ſee you more. 
Ar DTis true; 5 
Nor | the miſeries that Royfe ſhall ſuffer, 
Which is a benefit Life cannot re. kon: 
But what I have been, which is juſt and faithful; 
One that grew old for Rome, when Rome forgot him, 
And tor he was an honeſt Man durſt die, 
Ye ſhall have daily with ye: Could that dye too, 
And ] return no Traffick of my Travels, 
No pay to have been Soldier, but this Silver, 
No Annals of Acius, but he liv'd, 
My Friends ye had caule to Weep: and bittc fy; ; 
The common Overflows of tender Women, 
And Children new born crying, were too little 
To ſhew me then moſt Wretched: If Tears mult be, 
I ſhould in Juſtice weep *em, and for you, 
You are to live, and yet behold thoſ: flaughters 
The dry and wither'd Bones of De ath would bleed at: 
But ſooner, than I have time to think what muſt be, 
I fear you'll find what ſhall be; 
If ye love me, 
Let that word ſerye for all; be gone and leave mez 
I have ſome little practice with my Soul, 
And then the ſharpeit Sword is welcom'ſt; go, 
Pray be gone, ye have obey'd me living, 
Be not for ſhame now ſtubborn ; ſo I thank ve, 
And fare wel, a better Fortune guide ye. [Ex. Phi. and Are. 
I am a little thirſty, not for fear, 
And yet it is a kind of fear, I ſay ſo; 
Is it to be a juſt Man now again, 
And leave my Fleſh unthought of? 'Tis e agel 
1 hear 'em come, who ſtrikcs firlk? 
I ſtay for ye: 
Enter Balbus, Chilax and Lyciniug. 
Yet Lill dye a Soldier, my Sword drawn, 
But againſt none: 
Why do ye fear? Come forward. Bal 
3 
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Bal. You were a Soldier, Chilax. 
Chi. Yes, I muſter'd, 
But never {tw the Enemy. 
Lyc. He's drawn, 
By Heav'n I dare not do it. 
Aci. Why do ye tremble ? 
I am to die, come ye not now from Car, 
To that end, ſpeak ? 
Bal. We do, and we mult kill ye, 
Tis Cæſar's will. 
Chi. I charge you put your Sword ap, 
That we may do it handſomely. 
Aci. Ha, ha, ha, 
My Sword up, handſomly? where were ye bred? 
Ye are the merrieſt Murderers, my Maſters, 
Jever met withal; come forward Fools, 
Why do ye ſtare? Upon mine Honour, Bawds, 
I will not ftrike ye. 
He. Vil not be firſt. 
Bal. Nor J. 
Chi. You had beſt die quictly: The Emperor 
Sees how you bear your ſelf. 
Aci. I would die, Raſcals, 
If you would kill me quietly. 
Bal. Of Proculus, 
He promis'd us to bring a Caprain hither, 
That has been us'd to kill. 
Aci. I'll call the Guard, 
Unleſs you will kill me qui ickly, and pr ak 


What beaſtly, baſe, and cowardly Companions, 


The Emperor has truſted with his ſafety: 
Nay I'll give our, ye fell of my fide, Villains. 
Strike home, ye bawdy Slaves 

Chi. By Heav'n he will kill us, 
I mark'd his Hand, he waits but time to reach us, 
Now do you offer. 

Aci. If ye do mangle me, 
And kill me not at two Blows, or at three, 
Or not ſo ſtagger me, my Senſes fail me, | 
Look to your ſelves. | 


2 24 


1375 


Cht 


Als, ” 


„ 


7 AIC (Aa, 1-6 - 


geo r 


ES 


AC — 


— — "Ic. * 1 2 * * + > 4 2 * 
2 2 . R 
— n * N r een ſo 222 2 — bc . — KR arent, — — - —_—_ - 
nm mmm; «—˖— Ib . — e RE 
E — . — 8 r TEL 8 "i, \ Nur * 2 2 — L — 
moral x» 4 — % . — 2 * 2 Is - — — — *. 7 2 * 22 — 3 * - . 
n rere "Do — r ES p 4 - R " | 4 _ — p 
. 2 I r * 4 Ns „ Tak „ 


" by . 2 12 . jp 


546 eng za IL. a i ö - 22 ul 
N . — „ — — 
6 : 0 EE * n x . a - 2 hm 
8 8 r 88 3 aa ps — r 2 ; b BE... 3 — 
IS LEE HY > R %. of ge FL or JONI - 8 S — 1 9 — ne int ng — — —_— Y D 2 ; 
Coe SW FER" wm "ew Exe Re Ae” A 7 at S ** NJ 2 — —— 4 ” —_—_ 
a9 — 1 * . " f x 2 * * 6 44 ** 3 2 — 2 2 5 - of 4 > 
rr : P FE RI: ue OLI "ER n WAG 2 — 
ay 2 8 - hon . : SS 5 ; . LIT 
_ * " n — _ 4 > — n — 2 t 2 * 


e 
4 err 
= n 


0 2 
2 > $07.54 a7 A 
_ — ** =} B — 


Geer 8 


14 1 

= FAN 

k 11 
1 

1 7 

þ | 

j 

% \ 

I 

| 

4 

J 

[ 

4 

* 

N 

; 


1 376 The Tragedy of Valentin 


Che. I told ye. 
Aci. Strike me manly, 
And take a thouſand Strokes, G 


Enter Pontius. 
"Rat Here's Pontius. 


Pon. Not kill'd him yet? 
Is this the Love ye bear the Emperor ? 
Nay then, I ſee ye are Traitors all, have at ye. 


{ Lyc. runs away. 
chi. Oh I am hurt! | 
Bal. And I am kill d. [ Exennt Chi. Su Bal. 
Pon. Die Bawds; _ 
As ye have liv'd and flouriſh'd. 
Aci. Wretched Fellow, 
What haſt thou done? 
Pon, KilPd them that durſt not 185 
And you are next. 
Aci. Art thou not Pontius? 
Pon. T am the ſame you caſt, Æcius, 
And in the Face of all the Camp diſgrac'd. 
Aci. Then ſo much nobler, as thou wert a Soldier, 
Shall my Death be: Is it Revenge 255 
Or art thou hir d to kill me? 
Peon. Both. 
Aci. Then do it. 
Pon. Is that all? 
Aci. Ves. 
Pon. Would you not live? 
Aci. Why ſhould J. 
To thank T_ for my Lite ? 
Pon. Yes, if 1 ſpare it. EY 
Aci. Be not dechiv d, was not made to thank 
For any Courteſie, but killing me, 
1 A Fellow of thy Fortune ; do thy Duty. 
= -_ Pon. bo. not you tear me? 
1 Aci. 
4 Pon. Nor love me "Ls it? 
=_ Aci. That's as thou doſt thy Puſineſs. 
1 Pon. When you are dead, 
| Your Place is mine, Acins, 


Aci. 
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Aci. Now I fear thee, 
And not alone thee Pontius, but the Empire. 

Pon. Why, 1 can govern, Sir. | 

Aci. I would thou could'ſt, 
And firſt thy felt: I hou canſt fight well, and bravely, 
Thou canſt endure all Dangers, Heats, Colds, Hungers; 
Heav'ns angry Flaſhes are not ſuddener, | 
Than I have ſeen thee execute; nor more mortal; 
The winged Feet of flying Enemies 
I have ſtood and view'd thee Mow away like Ruſhes 
And ſtill kill the Killer: Were thy Mind 
But half ſo ſweet in Peace, as rough in Dangers, 
I dy'd toleavea happy Heir behind me; | 
Come ſtrike, and be a General. 

Pon. Prepare then: | 
And for I ſee your Honour cannot leſſen, 
And *twere athame for me to ſtrike a dead Man, 
Fight your ſhort Span out. 

Aci. No, thou know'ſt I muſt not, 
I dare not give thee ſo much Vantage of me, 
As Diſobedience. 

Pon. Dare ye not defend ye, 
Againſt your Enemy ? | 

Aici. Not ſent from Ceſar, 
I have no Power to make ſuch Enemies 
For as I am condemn'd, my naked Sword 
Stands but a Hatchment by me; only held 
To ſhew I was a Soldier. Had not Cz/ar 
Chain'd all Defence in this Doom, Let him die, 
Old as Iam, and quench'd with Scars, and Sorrows, 
Yet would I make this wither'd Arm do Wonders, 
And open in an Enemy ſuch Wounds EIT 
Mercy weuld weep to look on. 

Pon, Then have at ye, 
Andlook upon me, and be ſure ye fear not : 
Remember who you are, and why you live, 
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And what I have been to you: Cry not hold, 
Nor think it baſe Injuſtice I ſhould kill ye. 1 
Aci. I am prepar d for all. | | mn 

= fs Fon. 

| | || 
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Pon. For now, AÆcius, 


„ 


Thou ſhalt behold and find I was no Traitor, 
And as I do it, bleſs me; die as I do. Pon. ills himſelf. 
Aci. Thou haſt deceiv'd me, Pontius, and I thank th 
By all my hopes in Heav'n, thou art a Roman. 
Pon. Lo ſhew you what you ought to do, this is not: 
For ſlanders ſelf would ſhame to find you Coward, + 
Or willing to out-live. your Honeſty: 
But noble Sir, ye have been jealous of me, 
And held me in the Ranks of dangerous Perſons, 
And I muſt dying ſay it was but Juſtice, 
Ye caſt me from my Credit; yet believe me, 
For there is nothing now but Truth to ſave me, 
And your Forgiveneſs, though ye held me hainous, 
| And of a troubled Spirit, that like Fire 
| Turns all to Flames it meets with, ye miſtook me; 
If I were Foe to any thing, 'twas Eaſe, 
* 8 Want of the Soldiers Due, the Enemy, 
bs The Nakedneſs we found at home, and Scorn, 
Children of Peace, and Pleaſures, no regard + 
Nor comfort for our Scars, but how we got 'em, 
= To ruſty Time, that eat our Bodies up, 
b And even began to prey upon our Honours, 
© To Wants at home, and more than Wants, Abuſes; 
5 To them, that when the Enemy invaded 
1 Made us their Saints, but now the Sores of Rome; 
| | To filken Flattery, and Pride plain'd over, 
Forgetting with what Wind their Feathers fail, 
And under whoſe Protection their ſoft Pleaſures 
Grow full and numberleſs: To this I am Foe, 
Not to the State, or any point of Duty: 
And let me ſpeak but what a Soldier may, 
Truly I ought to be ſo; yet I err'd, _ 
Becauſe a far more noble Sufferer 
Shew'd me the way to Patience, and I loſt it: 
' This is the end I die, Sir; to live baſely, 
And not the Follower of him that bred me, 
| . In full account and Virtue, Pontius dare not, 
VM uch leſs to out- live what is good, and flatter. OP 
7 7 | 3 Tci. 


ee; 
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Aci. 1 want a Name to give thy Virtue, Soldier, 
For only Good is far below thee, Pontius, 
The Gods ſhall find thee one; thou haſt faſhion'd Death, 
In ſuch an Excellent and Beauteous manner, 
1 wonder Men can live: Canſt thou ſpeak once more, 
For thy Words are ſuch Harmony, a Soul 
Would chuſe to fly to Heav'n in. 

Pon. A farewel: | 
Good noble General your Hand, forgive me, 
And think what ever was diſpleaſing you, 
Was none of mine : Ye cannot live. 
Aci. I will not: 

Yet one word more. 3 
Pon. Dye nobly: Rome farewel : | 

And Valentinian fall, thou haſt broke thy baſes. 
In Joy ye have given me a quiet Death, 
I would ſtrike more Wounds, if I had more Breath. Dies. 

Aci. Is there an hour of Goodne's beyond this? 
Or any Man would out-live ſuch a dying, 
Would Ceſar double all my Honours on me, 
And ſtick me o'er with Favours, like a Miſtreſs ; 
Yet would I grow to this Man: I have lov'd, 
But never doated on a Face *till now : 5 | 
O Death thou art more than Beauty, and thy pleaſure 
Beyond Poſterity: Come Friends and kill me 
Ceſar be kind, and ſend a thouſand Swords, 
The more, the greater is my fall: Why ſtay ye? 
Come, and I'll kiſs your Weapons: Fear me not, 
By all the Gods Pl! honour ye for killing: . 
Appear, or through the Court, and World, I'Il ſearch ye: 
My Sword is gone; Ve are Traitors if ye ſpare me, 
And Cæſar muſt conſume ye; all baſe Cowards? 
Til follow ye, and e'er I dye proclaim ye, 

The Weeds of Italy); the Droſs of Nature. 
Where are ye, Villains, Traitors, Slaves. Exit. 
Enter Proculus, and three others running over the Stage. 

Pro. I knew | | 
ad kill'd the Captain. 
1. Here's his Sword. 2358 
eee Pro 
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Pro. Let it alone, twill fight it (elf elſe; F riends, 
| An hundred Men are not enough to do it, 


Flt to the Emperor, and get more Aid. 
ci. None ſtrike a poor condemn'd Man 1 
Pro. He is Mad : 
Shift for your ſelves, my Maſters. 
Enter ÆAcius. 
Aci. Then Mcins, 
See what thou dar'ſt thy ſelf; hold my good Sword, 
Thou haſt been kept from Blood too long, I'll kiſs thee, 
For thou art more than Friend now, my Preſerver, 
Shew me the way to Happineſs, I ſeek it: 
And all you great ones, that have fall'n as I do, 
To keep your Memories and Honours living 
Be preſent in your Virtues, and aſſiſt me, 
That like ſtrong Cato, I may put away 
All Promiſes, but what ſhall crown my Aſhes; 
Rome, Fare thee well: Stand long, and know to Conquer 
W hilſt there is People, and Ambition : 
Mow tor a Stroke Pos turn e merz Star : 
come ye bleſſed Spirits, make me Room 
To live for ever in Elizinm : 
Do Men fear this? O that Poſterity 


Could learn from him but this, that loves his Wound, 
There is no Pain at all in dying well, 


Nor none are loſt, but choſe that makes their Hell. 


[Kill himſelf. 
Enter Pioch and two orhers. 
1. Within, He's dead, draw in the Guard again. 
Pro. He's dead indeed, 3 
And I am glad he's gone; he was a Devil: 
His Body, if his Eunuchs come, is theirs; 
| The Emperor, out of his Love to Virtue, 
= 1 given em that: Let no Man ſtop their Entrance [Exiz. 
| Enter Phidias and Aretus. 


This O my moſt noble Lord! Look here Arerus, | 
Heres a fad fight. 


Are. O Cruelty! O Ceſar! 
| 5 O Times that bring forth 8 but Deſtrudtion, 
| And Overflows of Blood ! Why waſt thou kill'd? > 
15. it to be a juſt Man now again. 


¶ Exeu ue 


25 
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As when Tiberius and wild Nero reign'd, 
Only aſſurance of his Overthrow ? ; 
Phi. It is, Aretus: He that would live now, 
Muſt, like the Toad, feed only on Corruptions, 
And grow with thoſe to Greatneſs: Honeſt Virtue, 
And the true Roman Honour, Faith and Valour, 
That have been all the Riches of the Empire, 
Now like the fearful Tokens of the Plague, 
Are meer fore-runners of their ends that owe 'em. 
Are. Never enough lamented Lord: Dear Maſter, 
| Enter Maximus. 
Of whom now ſhall we learn to live like Men? 
From whom draw out our Actions juſt and worthy? 
Oh thou art gone, and gone with thee all Goodneſs, 
The great Example of all Equity, 
O thou alone a Roman, thou art periſh'd, 
Faith, Fortitude, and conſtant Nobleneſsz _ 
Weep Rome, weep Traly, weep all that knew him, 
And you that fear'd him as a noble Foe, 
(If Enemies have honourable Tears) 
Weep. this decay'd Acius fall'n, and ſcatter'd —— 
By foul and bale Suggeſtion. 
Phi. O Lord Maximus, 
This was your worthy Friend. 

Max. The Gods forgive me: 
Think not the worſe, my Friends, I ſhed not Tears, 
Great Griets lament within; yet now I have found 'em: 
Would I had never known the World, nor Women, 
Nor what that curſed Name of Honour was, 

So this were once again Actus: | 
But I am deſtin'd to a mighty Action, 
And beg my pardon, Friend, my Vengeance taken, 
I will not be long from thee : Ye have a great loſs, 
But bear it patiently, yet to ſay Truth, 
In Juſtice *ris not ſufferable : J am next, 
And were it now, I would be glad on't :. Friends, 
Who ſhall preſerve you now ? 

Are. Nay, we are loſt too. 

Max. I fear ye are, for likely ſuch as love 
The Man that's fall'n, and have been nouriſh'd by him, 
Do not ſtay long behind: Tis held no Wiſdom. 


I know 
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1382 Ihe Tragedy of Valentinian. 
I know what I muſt do, O my Acius, 
Canſt thou thus 'periſh, pluck'd up by the Roots, 
And no Man feel thy Worthineſs ? een Boys 
He bred you both, I think. 
P bi. And from the pooreſt. 
Max. And lov'd ye as his own. 
Are. We found it, Sir. 
Max. Is not this a loſs then? 
Phi. O, a loſs of loſſes; 
Our Lives, and ruins of our Families, 
Ihe utter being nothing of our Names, 
Were nothing near it. 

Max As 1 take it too, 
He put ye to the Emperor. 

Are He did ſo. | | 

Max. And kept ye till in Credit. 

Phi. Tis molt true, Sir. 5 

Max. He fed your Fathers too, and made them Means, 
Vour Siſters he prefer'd to noble Wedlocks, 

Did he not, Friends? | 

Are. O yes, Sir. 

Max. As 1 take it | 
This worthy Man would not be now forgotten, 

] tell ye to my Grief, he was baſely murder'd; 

And ſomething would be done, by thoſe that lov'd him: 
And ſomething may be: Pray ſtand off a little. 

Ler me bewail him private: O my deareſt. 

Phi. Aretus, if we be not ſudden, he out- does us, 

I know he points at Vengeance we are cold, 
And baſe ungrateful Wretches, if we ſhun it: 
Are we to hope for more Rewards or Greatneſs, 

Or any thing but Death, now he is Dead? 

Dar'ſt thou reſolve? | | 
Are. I am perfect. 

Phi. Then like Flowers | 
That grew together all we'll fall together, 
And with us that that bore us : When 'tis done, 
The World ſhall ſtile us two deſerving Servants: 
I fear he will be before us. is 

Are. This Night, Phidias. 


Phi, 
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The Tragedy of Valentinian. 138; 
Phi. No more. 
Max. Now worthy FriendsI have done my mournings, 
= Let's burn this noble Body: Sweets as man 
As Sun-burnt Merbe breeds, I'll make a Flame of 
Shall reach his Soul in Heav'n: He that ſhall live 
Ten Ages hence, but to reherſe this Story, 
Shall with the ſad Diſcourſe on't darken Heav'n, 
And force the painful Burdens from the Wombs 
Conceiv'd a-new: with Sorrow: Even the Grave 
Where mighty Sy/l2 ſleeps ſhall rend aſunder 
And give her ſhadow up, to come and groan 
About our Piles, which will be more, and greater 
Than green Olympus, Ida, or old Latmus 
Can feed with Cedar, or the Faſt with Gums, 
Greece with her Wines, or Theſſaly with Flowers, ; 
Or willing Heav'n can weep for in her Showers, [Exe. 
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Enter Phidias with his Dagger in him, and Aretus 
Poi ſon d. | 
Are. E has his laſt. 
Phi. Then come the worſt of Danger, 
AÆcius, to thy Soul we give a Ceſar ; 
How long is't ſince ye gave it him? 
Are. An hour, ws Ko 
Mine own two hours before him: How it boils me! 
Phi. It was not to be cur'd, I hope. 
Are. No, Phidtas, HE” 
I dealt above his Antidotes: Phyſicians 
May find the Cauſe, but where the Cure? 
Phi. Done bravely, | as 
We are got before his Tyranny, Arezus. 
Are. We had loſt our worthieſt end elſe, Phidias. 
P bi. Canſt thou hold out a while? 
Are. To torture him 
Anger would-give me leave, to live an Age yet; 
That Man is poorly ſpirited, whoſe Life 


af 


Runs 
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And as we have done nobly, Gods look 
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Oh Friends, the Emperor! 
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Runs in his Blood alone, and not in's Wiſhes. 
And yet I ſwell, and burn like flaming Ana, 
A thouſand new found Fires are kindled in me, 
But yet I muſt not dye this four Hours, Phidias. . 
Phi. Remember whodyes with thee, and deſpiſe Death. 
Are. I need no Exhortation; the Joy in me, 
Of what I have done, and why, makes Poiſon Pleaſure, 
And my moſt killing Torments, Miſtrefles. 
For how can he have time to die, or pleaſure, 
That falls as Fools unſatisfied, and ſimple? 
Phi. This that conſumes my Life, yet keeps it in me, 
Nor do I feel the danger of a dying, 
And if I but endure to hear the Curſes 
Of this fell Tyrant dead, I have half my Heav'n. 
Are. Hold thy Soul faſt but four hours, Phidias, 
And thou ſhalt ſee to Wiſhes beyond ours, 
Nay more, beyond our Meanings. 
Phi. Thou has ſteel'd me- , 
Farewel Aretus, and the Souls of good Men, 
That as ours do, have left their Roman Bodies 


In brave Revenge for Virtue, guide our Shadows. 
I would not faint yet. | - 1 


Are. Farewel, Phidias, „. 
a 
Exe. ſeveralh. 
| Enter Lycias, and Proculus. 
Hy. Sicker and ſicker, Proculus © 
ff FRY gry 
W hat ſhall become of us? Would we had dy'd 
With happy Chilax, or with Balbus Bed-rid, 
And made too lame for Juſtice. __ 
T's „ 1792 70010 
Licin. The ſoft Muſick Pp 
And let one ſing to faſten Sleep upon him: 


Pro. What ſay the Doctors? : 


_ Litin- For us a moſt ſad ſaying, he is poiſon d, 
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The Tragedy of Valentinian. 1385 
Licin. The Wretch Aretus, E 
That moſt unhappy Villain. 
He. How do you know it? ki 
Licin. He gave him drink Jaſt : Let's diſperſe and find 
And ſince he has open'd Miſery to all, (him; 
Let it begin with him firſt: Softly, he ſlumbers. 
Enter Emperor ſicꝶ in a Chair, with Eudoxia, the Em- 
preſs, Phyſicians, and Attendant. 


Muſick and Song. T1 


Care-charming Sleep, thou Eaſer of all Woes, 
Brother to Death, ſweetly thy Life 1 
On this afflitted Prince, fall like a Cloud 
In gentle Showers, give nothing that ig loud; 
Or painful to his Slumbers; eafie, ſweet, 
And as a purling Stream, thou Son of Night, 
Paſs by bis troubled Senſes ; ſing bis Pain 
Like hollow murmuring Wind, or ſilver Rain? 
Into this Prince gently, ob gently ſlide, , 
And kiſs bim into Slumbers like a Bride. 


Emp. Oh! Gods, Gods: Drink, Drink, colder, colder 
Than Snow on Scythian Mountains: O wy Heart-ftrings ! 
Eud. How do's your Grace? 
Pbyſ.T he Empreſs ſpeaks, Sir. 
Emp. Dying, N 
Dying, Eudoxia, dying. 
Phyſ. Good Sir, Patience. 
Eud. What have ye given him? 
P/ Pretious Things, dear Lady, 
We hope ſhall Comfort him. 7 
Emp. O flattered Fool, 1 
See what thy God-head's come to: Oh Eudoxia! 
Enter Proculus, Licinius with Aretus. 
Eud. O Patience, Patience, Sir. . 
Emp. Damubius 3 
I'll have brought through my Body. 5 
Eud. Gods give Comfort. (trcezes- 
Emp. And Volga. on whoſe Face the North Wind 
I find an hundred Hells, an hundred Piles Fo 
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0 7 Already to my Funerals are flaming, 
bl Shall 1 not drink ? 


i - Phyſ. You muſt not, Sir. 
|| - ' Emp. By Heav'n | IF 
| Jet my Breath out that ſhall burn ye all Ps 
0 If ye deny me longer; Tempeſts blow me, 
I And nundations that have drunk up Kingdoms 
| N Flow over me, and quench me: Where: 8 the Villain? 
Will Am 1 immortaþ now, ye Slaves? by Numa 
| If he do ſcape: Oh! oh! 
Eud. Dear Sir. 
_ Emp. Like Nero, 8 
But far more terrible, and full of ſlaughter, 
IT 'th' midſt of all my Flames I'll fire the Empire: 
A thouſand Fans, a thouſand Fans to cool Ne 
Invite the gentle Winds, Bdoxia. 
2 S. 
Emp. Oh do not flatter me, lam but Fleſh, 
A Man, a mortal Man: Drink, drink, ye Dunces : 
What can your Doſes. now: do, and your Scrapings, 
Your Oils, and Mithridates? If I do die, 
Youonly Words, of Health, and Names. * Sicknels, 
Finding no true Diſeaſe in Man. but Mony, 
That talk your ſelves into Revenues, oh! 
And e'er you kill your Patients, b em, 
I'll have ye flead, and dry'd. e f 
Pro. The Villain; Sir; 
The moſt accurſed Wretch. 
En. be gone, my Queen, 
This is no fight for thee: Go to the Veſtals 
Caſt holy Incenſe in the Fire, and offer 
One powerful Sacrifice to free thy Ceſar. 
' Pro. Go, go, and be Happy: Erie Eudoxia | 


Are. Go, but give no Ea e, 
The Gods have 85 wy laſt Hour, * alentinian, 15 
Fhou art but Man, a bad Min too, a Un 


And itke a ſenſual bloody. T hing thou-dyelt. | 
Pro. ( Jh-——Trator ! : Gp 


" Are. Cufſe your ſelves ye El trerers, 
And howl your Miferics to come ye Wretches, . 
3 CY Fo 
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Vou. taught him to be poiſon' d. - 
Emp. Yet no Comfort ? I 
Are. Be not abus'd with Prieſts, nor Pothecaries, 

They cannot help thee: Thou haſt now to live 

A ſhort half Hour, no more, and I ten Minutes 

I gave thee Poiſon for Æcius's ſake, | Lf 

Such a deſtroying Poiſon would kill Nature; 14 

And for thou ſhalt not die alone, I took it. 1 

If Mankind had been in thee at this Murder, 

No more to People Earth again, the Wings 

Of old Time clipt for ever, Reaſon loſt, 

In what I had attempted; yet, O Ceſar, 

To purchaſe fair Revenge, i had poiſoned them too. 
Emp. Oh Villain: I grow hotter, hotter. 

Are. Ves; 

But not near my Heat yet; what thou feel'ſt now; 

Mark me with horror Cæſar, are but Embers Js 

Of Luſt and Lechery thou haſt committed: | 

But there be Flames of Murder. 1 
Emp. Fetch out Tortures. 

Are, Do, and I'll flatter thee, nay more, Pl love ches: 

Thy Tortures to what now I ſulter, Ceſar, 

At which thou muſt arrive too, c'er thoudy'ſt, 

Are lighter, and more full of Mirth than Laughter. 

Emp. Let em alone: I muft drink. 
Are. Now-be mad; 
But not near me yer. 
Emp. Hold me, hold me, hold me, 
Hold me; or I ſhall burſt elſe. 
ww. See me Ceſar, 
And ſee to what thou muſt come for thy Murder; 
Millions of Womens Labours, all Diſeaſes. 
Emp. Oh my afflicted Soul too! 
Are. Womens Fears, Horrors, 54 

Deſ irs, "IF all the Plagues the hot Sun — = 
B Acius, O Acius! O Lucina! . 9 
Are. Are but my Torments Shadows. 
Emp. Hide me Mountains 

The Gods have found my Sins. 8 40 


Now break N 
| Aaz | Are. 
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Thou haſt a pull beyond all theſe. 


Are. Not yet, Sirj 5 


* Oh Hell! 

Oh Villain, curſed Villain! 
Are. O brave Villain, ee 1 

My Poiſon dances in me at this deed : 

Now Ceſar, now behold me, this is Torment, 

And this is thine before thou dyeſt, Iam Wildfire: 

The brazen Bull of Phalaris was feign'd, 

The miſeries of Souls deſpiſing Heav'n, 

But Emblems of my Torments. 
Emp. Oh! Quench me, quench me, quench me, 
Are. Fire a Flattery 

And all the Poet's Tales of ſad Auers, 

To my Pains leſs than Fictions: Vet to ſhew thee © 

W hat conſtant Love I bore my murder'd Maſter ; 

Likea South - wind, I have ſung through all theſe Tempeſts 

My Heart, my wither'd Heart, fear, feat thou Monſter, 

Fear the juſt Gods, I have my Peace : 12 dies. 

Emp. More Drink, 


”y 


A thouſand. April Showers fall in my Boſom : 


How dare ye let me be tormented That * 

Away with that prodigious Body, Gods, 

Gods, let me ask ye what Lam, ye lay 

All your inflictions on me, hear me, hear me; Re 
I do confeſs I am a Raviſher, Po TAG 
A Murderer, a hated Ceſar ; o! 


Are there not Vowsenough, indfaming Altars Z 


The Fat of all the World for Sacrifice, | 
And wherethat fails the Blood of thouſand Captives, 


Jo purge thoſe Sins But I muſt make the Incenſe 


I do deſpiſe ye all, ye have no Mercy 

And warns ; that ye are no Gods, your parole 

Is only preach'd FR: 10 make EA fearful, 

And Women made of Awes believe your Heay' "Hos 

Oh Torments, Torments, Torments, Pains above Pains, 

If ye be any thing but Dreams, and Ghoſts, - 

Aud truly hold ca Guidance of Things mortal; 

Have in your "ſelves times paſt, to Esme, and Pn 

Faſhion, he Souls of Men, and make Fleſh for em, 
1 MN 
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Weighing our Fates, and Fortunes beyond Reaſon, 
Be more than all the Gods, great in Forgiveneſs; 
Break not the goodly Frame ye build in Anger; 
For you are things, Men teach us, without Paſſions, 
Give me an hour to know ye in: Oh fave me 
But fo much perfect time ye make a Soul in, 
Take this Deſtruction from me; no ye cannot, 
The more I would believe ye, more I ſuffer, 2 
My Brains are Aſhes, now my Heart, my Eyes, Friends, 
I go, I BO, more Air, more Air; I am mortal. | He dies. 
Pro. Take in the Body: Oh Licinius, 
The Miſery that we are left to ſuffer; 
No pity ſhall find us. 
Licin. Our Lives deſerve none: 
Would I were chain'd again to ſlavery, 
With any hope of Life. 1 bf 65 
Pro. A quiet Grave, | 
.Or a Conſumption now, Lyc mints, ; 
That we might be too poor to kill, were ſorething. 
Licin. Let's make our beſt uſe, we have Mony, Proculus, 
And if that cannot fave us, we have Swords. x 
Pro. Yes, but we dare not dyc. 
Licin. 1 had forgot that: 
There's other Countries then. 
Pro. But the fame hare ſtill, 
Of what we are. Pe e CT - 
Licin. Think any thing, I'Il follow. 
a Enter a Meſſenger. 
Pro. How now, what News? - 
Meff. Shift for your ſelves, ye are loſt elſe: 
The Soldier is in Arms for great Xcins, 
And their Lieutenant-General that ſtop'd em, N 
Cut in a thouſand pieces: They march hither: 
Beſide, the Women of the Town have murder'd 
Phorba, and looſe Ardelia, Caſar's She-Bawds. 
Licin. Then here's no ſtaying, Frocuſuss 
a Pro. O Cæſar, AS i 3\ 
That we had never known thy Luſts: Let's fly, 
And where we find no Woman's, Man let's dye. [Exe. 
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Juointed again, and made tall Maſts, defie- - 
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Enter Maximus. 
Max. Gods, what a Sluce of Blood have Llet- open! 
My happy Ends are come to birth, he's dead, 
And I reveng'd; the Empire's all a Fire, 
And Deſolation every where inhabits : 
And ſhall I live that am the Author of it, 
To know Rome from the Awe o'th* World, the Pity ? ? 
My Friends are gone before too, of my ſending, 
And ſhall I ſtay? Is ought elſe to be liy'd for? 
Is there another Friend, another Wife, 
Or any third holds half their Worthineſs, 
To linger here alive for? Is not Virtue 
In their two everlaſting Souls departed, _ 
And in their Bodies firit Flame fled to Heav' n 2 
Can any Man diſcover this, and love me? 
For though my Juſtice were as white as Truth, 
My Way was crooked to it, that condemns me: 
And now AÆcius, and my honour'd kde © 
That were Preparers to my reſt and quiet, 
The Lines to lead me to Eliziums - 
You that but ſtept before me, on aluringe. 
1 would not leave your Friendſhip unrewarded, 
Firſt ſmile upon the Sacrifice I have ſent ye, 
Then ſee me coming boldly. Stay, I am fooliſh, 
Somewhat too ſudden to mine own Deſtruction, 
Ibis great end of my Vengeance may grow greater 
Why may not I be Ceſar. Yet no dying; 
Why ſhould I not catch at it? Fools and Children 
Have had that Strength before me, and obtain d it, 
And as the Danger ſtands, my Reaſon bids we, 
Iwill, 1 dare; my dear Friends pardon me, 
1 am not fit to die yet, if not Caſar; 
I am ſure the Soldier loves me, and the People, - 
And I will forward, and as goodly, Cedars 
Rent from Oeta by a ſwecping Tempeſt _- 


of j 


Thoſe angry Winds tbat ſplit em, Bill. 5 ; 
Yew: peice.again, above the F ate of Women, 2 1 


And made more perfect far, than growing private, 
Stand and defie bad Fortunes: If 1 rile, 
My Wife was raviſh'd well; If then I all, 
My great Attempt honours my Funeral. 


SCENE Iv 


Enter three Senators and Affranius. 


1 Sen. Guard all the Poſterns to the Camp, Afranun 


And ſee em faſt, we ſhall be rifled elſe; 
Thou art an honeſt, and a worthy Captain. 
2 Sen. Promiſe the Soldier any thing. 
3 Sen. Speak gently, 
And tell em we are now in Council for 'em. 
. Labouring to chuſe a Ceſar fit for them, 
A Soldier, and a Giver. 
I Sex. Tell em further, f 
Their free and Hberal Voices ſhall go with us. 
2 den. Nay more, a Negative ſay we allow em. (him. 
3 Sen. And if our Choice diſpleaſe em, they ſhall Name 
1 Sen. Promiſe three Donatives, and large, Affranius. 
2 Sen. Arm Gæſar once elc ted, preſent Focs, 
With diſtubation of all Neceſſaries, 
Corn, Wine and Oil. 
3 Sen. New Garments, and new Arms, 
And equal Portions of the Provinces 
To them, and to their Families for ever. | 
1 Sen. And ſec the City ſtrengthned. 1 
Aa. I ſhall do it. Exit Affranius 
2 Sen. Sempronius, theſe are wotul Times. 
Wie want thy Honeſty again; theſe Ceſars, | 
What noble Conſuls got with, Blood, in Blood 
Conſume again, and ſcatte. . 
I Sen. Which way ſhall W w!?0?0 
2 Sen. Not any way of Satety L can think on. 


3 Sn. Now go our Wives to Ruin, and our Paugh- 
| {22 (tert 


And we Beholders, Fulvius. 
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1 Sen. Every thing 
ee W det n 


** 
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Exit. 
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2 den. The Veſtals no- ̃— N 
Muſt only feed the Soldier's Fire G5 Luſt, 
Ty ſenſual Gods beglutted with thoſe Offerings 
Age like the hidden Bowels of the Earth 
Open'd with gwords for N 3 
0 Gods defend Un 50 
We are Chaff before cheir Fury ae, 
2 Sen. Away, 38-0 AA 
Let's to the Temples. 
1 Sen. To the Capitol, 
*T; is not a time to Pray now, let's be ſrengther' d. 
Die Affranius. 
3 Sen. How now Aﬀranins : What goodNews? 
2 A Ceſar. 
1 Sen. Oh! Who? 


Asia. Lord Maximus 1 is with the Soldier, - vo? © 
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Sold. To Life.t r, . 8 A H 0. 
Ar a. Hail Ceſar 8 ne 25 0 
Emp. Max. Your Hand, Aﬀraning. n uo 


FI ſhower among ye all: Gods give me. Tabs: * | 
F irſt to defend the Empire, then you Fathers, 


i | And 
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And valiant Friends, the Heirs of Strength and Virtue, 

The Rampires of old Rome, of us the Refuge; 

To you I open this Day all T have, 

Even all the hazard that my Youth hath purchas'd, 

Ye are my Children, Family, and Friends 

And ever ſo reſpected ſhall be, forward. 

There's a hap noe grave Sempronius, 

Gainſt all the Flatterers, and lazy Bawds 

Led looſe-liv'd Valentinian to his Vices, 

See it effected. | [Flouriſh. 
Sen. Honour wait on Ceſar. R 
Sold. Make room for Ceſar there. [ Exe. all but Affra. 

- Afra. Thou haſt my Fears, 3s 

But Yalentinian keeps my Vows: Oh Gods! 

Why do we like to feed the greedy Raven 

Of theſe blown Men, that mutt before they ſtand, 

And fixt in Eminence, caſt Life on Life, 5 

And trench their Safeties in with Wounds, and Bodies? 

Well froward Rome, thou wilt grow weak with changing 

And die without an Heir, that lov'ſt to breed 


Sons for the killing hate of Sons: For me, 
I only live to find an Enemy. | [ Exit. 
r 


Enter Paulus, a Poet; and Licippus, a Gentleman. 

Pay. When is the Inauguration ? 

Licip. Why, to Morrow. 

Pau. T will be ſhort time. 

Licip. Any device that's handſome. 

A Cupid, or the God o' th' Place will do it, 
Where he muſt take the Faſce. 

Pau. Or a Grace. 5 

Licip. A good Grace has no Fellow. 

Pau. Let me ſee, FO Te 
Will not his Name yeild ſomething ? Maximus 
By th' way of Anagram? I have found out Axis, 
You know he bears the Empire. 

Licip. Get him Wheels too, 

T will be a cruel Carr lage elſe. 
Pau. Some Songs too. — 
MER | | 5 | Licip. 
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Licip. By any means ſome So But very ſh 
And honeſt Language Paulus, 3 Boteg burſting, b 


The Air will fall the ſweeter. 
Pau. A Grace muſt do it. 
Licip. Why, let a Grace then. 
Pau. Ves, it muſt be ſo; 
And i in a Robe of Blue too, as I take it. 
 Licip. This Poet is a little Kin to th' Painter 
Thar could paint nothing but a ramping Lion, 
So all his learned Fancies are blue Graces. 
Pau. What think ye of a Sea-nymph, and a Heav'n ? 
' Licip. Why what ſhouldihc do there, Man? There's 
no Water. 
Pau. By th' Maſs that's ve, it multbe aGrace, andyet 
| Methinks a Rain- bow. 
Licip. And in Blue. | 
Pau. Oh yes! _ 
Hanging i in Arch above him, and i ch; middle. 
Licip. A ſhower of Rain. 
Pau. No, no, it muſt be a Grace. 
Licip. Why prithee Grace mp then. 
Pan. Or Orpheus, + 
Coming from ell 
Licip. In Blue too. 
Pau. Tis the better; 
And as he riſes, full of Fires. 
L.icip. Now Blels us, 
Will not that ſpoil his Lutc-dirings, Paulus? 
Pau. Singing, | | 
And crofling of his 8 | 
licip. How can he play then? 
Pau. It ſhall be a Grace, I'll do i it. 
Licip. Prithee do. 
And with as good a Grace 25 thou 2 „ 


Soad Fury Paulus, be i'th Morning with me, 


And pray take Mealurc of his Mouth that a 5 * 


FN 1 


Enter Maximus aud. Eudo Kia. 
Max. Come my beſt lov d Eudoria: er the Sol i er 
Want neither Wine, nor any thing f e Calls for, PT 
1nd 
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And when the Senate's ready, give us Notice; 
In the. mean time leave us, be Fin 
Oh my dear {weet! 

Eud. Is't poſſible your Grace 
Should undertake ſuch Dangers for my Beauty, 
If it were | xcellent ? 

Max. By Heav'n 'tis all 
The World has left to bragg of. 

Eud. Can a Face 

Long ſince bequeath'd to Wrinkles with my Sorrows, 
Long ſince raz d out o' rh* Book of Youth and Pleaſure, 
Have power to make the ſtrongeſt Man o'th' Empire, 
Nay the moſt ſtay'd, and knowing what is Woman, 
The greateſt aim of Perfectneſs Men liv'd by, 
The moſt true, conſtant lover of his Wedlock, 
Such a ſtill blowing Beauty Earth was proud of, 
Loſe ſuch a noble Wife, and wiltully ; 
Himſelf prepare the way, nay make the Rape? 
Did ye not tell me ſo? 

Max. Tis true, Eudoxta. 

Eud. Lay deſolate his deareſt peice of Friendſhip, 
Break his ſtrong Helm he ſteer'd by, fink that Virtue, 
That Valour, that even all the Gods can give us, 
Without whom he was nothing, with whom worthieſt, 
Nay more, arrive at Ceſar, and kill him too, 

And for my fake? Either ye love too dearly, 
Or deeply ye diſſemble, Sir? 

Max. I do ſo; Toth 
And 'till I am more ſtrengthen'd, 'o I muſt do; 
Yet would my Joy, and Wine had faſf ion d our 
Some ſafer Lie. Can theſe things be, Eudbia, 

And I diſſemble? Can there be but Goodels 

And only thine, dear Lady, any end, 

Any Imagination but a loſt one, 

Why I ſhould run this Hazard? O thou Viftue! 
Were it to do again, and Valentinian, 

Once more to hold thee, ſinful Valentinian, 
In whom thou were ſet, as Pearls are in alt Oyficrs, 
As Roſes are in rank Weeds, I would find 
Yet to thy ſacred ſelf a dearer Danger, TI 
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The Gods know how I honour thee. 
Eud. What love, Sir, 

Can I return for this, but my Obedience? 
My Life, if ſo you pleafe, and 'tis too little. 
Max. Tis too much to redeem the World. 

Eud. From this Hour, 
The Sorrows for my dead Lord, fare ye Fell, 
My living Lord has dry'd ye; and in Token, 
As Emperor. this Day I honour ye, 
And the great Caſter new of all my Wiſhes, 
The Wreath of living Lawrel, that muſt compaſs 
That ſacred Head, Eudoxia makes for Ceſar + 
lam methinks too muck; in Love with Fortune; 
But with you, ever Royal Sir, my Maker, 
The once more Summer of me, meer in Love, 
Is poor Expreſſion of my 3 

Max. Sweeteſt. 

End. Now of my Troth ye have bought me de, Sir. 

Max. No, 
Had Lat los of Mankind. 5 

Enter a i 

Eud. Nowy e flatter. 

Mell. The 3 waits your Grace. 

Alax. Let em come on, 
And in a full Form bring the Ceremony: 
This Day I am your Servant, Dear, and proudly 
II wear your honour'd Favour, 


Eud. May it prove = 
SCENE VI 


Enter Paulus aud Licippus, 
Licip. Is your Grace done? 
Pau. Tis done. 
Licip. Who ſp peaks? 
Dy AN | 
Licip. A dainty blue __ Poul? ? 
Pay. 1 | 
Licip. Have ye view'd 2 
The Work above? 
Tan. Yes, and all up, ind rely: 


& Ya 


[Exenunt. 


1 0 


Licip. 
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Licip. The Empreſs does you ſimple Honour, Paulus, 
. The Wreath your blue Grace muſt preſent, ſhe made. 
But hark ye, for the Soldiers ? 
Pau. That's done too: 
P11 bring em in, I warrant ye. 
Licip. A Grace too? 


* 


- 


Pau. The ſame Grace ſerves for both. 

Licip. About it then: | 
I muſt to the Cup-board ; and be ſure, good Paulus, 
Your Grace be faſting, that he may han 
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race cleanly - ; 
If there ſhould need another Voice, us Oh then? ; 
Pau. Tl hang another Grace in. 
Licip. Grace be with ye. I 
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Enter in State Maximus, Exdoxia, with Soldiers and Gen- 
tlemen of Rome, the Senators, and Rods and Axes born 
before them. NS Ig 
A Synnet _ 2 a Banquet prepar d, with © 
Trumpets.  CHautboys, Muſick, Song, Wreath. 
3 Sen. Hail to thy Imperial Honour ſacred Ceſar, 
And from the old Rome take theſe Wiſhes; 
You holy Gods, that hitherto have held, 
As Juſtice holds her Ballance equal pois'd, 
This-glory of our Nation, this full Roman, 
And made him fit for what he is, confirm him: 
Look on this Son, O Jupiter, our helper, 
And Romulus, thou Father of our Honour, 
Preſerve him like thy ſelf, Juſt, Valiant, Noble, 
A Lover and Increaſer of his People; 
Let him begin with Numa, ſtand with Caro, 
The firſt five Years of Nero be his Wiſhes, 
Give him the Age and Fortune of Emylius, 
And his whole Reign, renew a Great Auguſtus, 
: NG. 
Honour that is ever living, 
Honour that is ever giving, x. 26 
: Honour that ſees all and know. 
Both the Ebbs if Man and Flows, 
| | Honour 
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 Honoun that rewards the beſt, 
Sends thee thy rich Labour's reſt; 
Thou haſt ſtudied ſtill to pleaſe her, 
Therefore now ſhe calls thee Calar; 
Chorus. Hail, hail, Cæſar, hail and fark, 
| And thy Name out-live the Land, 
Noble Fathers to: bis Broms, 


Bind this Wreath with 2 and Fowe. 


All. Stand to Eternity. 

Max. L thank ye, Fathers, 
And as I rule, may it ſtill grow or wither: _ 
Now to the Banquet, ye are all my Gueſts, 
This Day be liberal Friends, to Wine we give it; 
And ſmiling Pleaſures: Sit, my Queen of Beauty; 
Fathers, your Places: Theſe are fair Wars, nero 
And thus I give the firſt charge to ye all, 
You are my Second, Sweet, to every Cup, 
I add unta the Senate, a new Honour, 
And to the en of Mars a Donative. 


SONG. 


God Lyeus ever ycung, 
Ever Am ever ung; 

Stain'd with Blood of Iu Gre 

bn a thouſand luſty Loy * pes, 
Dance u - Mazers brim, 

In the Crimſon Eiquor ſwim; ; 
From thy plenteous Hau th Divine, 
Let a River run with Wine; 
God of Touth, let this day * 

Enter neither Care nor Fear. 


Boy. Bellong's Seed, the Glory of old Rowe, 


Envy of conquer'd Nations, nobly come 
And to the fu'neſ(s of your warlike noiſe 


Let your Feet move, make up this hour of Joys; 
Come, come I ſay, range your fair Troop, at large, 


And Four bigh | Paſte turn into a N 


* 


Semp. 
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Semp. The Emperor's grown heavy with his Wine. 
Aff. The Senate ſtays, Sir, for your thanks. 
Semp, Great Ceſar, 3 
Eud. IJ have my with, 
Afr. Wilt pleaſe your Grace ſpeak to him. 
Eud. Yes, but he will not hear, Lords. 
Semp. Stir him, Lucius; the Senate muſt have thanks. 
2 Sen. Luc. Your Grace, Sir, Ceſar. 
Eud. Did I not tell you he was well: He's dead. 
Semp. Dead? Treaſon, guard the Court, let no Man paſs; 
Soldiers, your Cæſar's muder'd. 
Eud. Make no tumult, 5 
Nor arm the Court, ye have his Killer with ye; 
And the juſt cauſe, if ye can ſtay the hearing; _ 
was his Death; that Wreath that made him Ceſar; 
Has made him Earth. 
Sd. Cut her in thouſand pieces. 5 
End. Wiſe Men would know the Reaſon firſt: To die, 
Is that 1 with for, Romans, and your Swords, 
The. heavieſt way of Death: Yet Soldiers grant me, 
That was your Empreſs once, and honour'd by ye, 
But ſo much time to tell ye why I kill'd him, 
And weigh my Reaſons well, if Man be in you 
Then if ye dare, do crucll'y condemn me. 
Afr. Hear her ye noble Romans, tis a Woman, 
A Subje& not for Swords, but Pity : Heav'n, 
If ſhe be guilty of malicious Murder, 
Has given us Laws to make Example of her; 
If only of Revenge, and Blood hid from us, 
Let us conſider firſt, then execute. 
Semp. Speak, bloody Woman. 
Eud. Yes: This Maximus, 555 
That was your Cæſar, Lords, and noble Soldiers, 
(And if I wrong the dead, Heav'n periſh me; 
Or ſpeak to win your Favours, but the Truth) 
as to his Country, to his Friends, and Ceſar, 
A moſt malicious Traitor. 
Semp. Take heed, Woman. EIA 
Ed. I ſpeak not for Compaſſion. Brave Mcrus, 
{Whoſe bleſſed Soul; if 1 lye, ſhall afflict me,) 
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The Man that all the World lov'd, you ador'd, 
That was the Maſter- piece of Arms, and Bounty; 
Mine own Grief ſhall come laſt: This Friend of his, 
This Soldier, this your right Arm, noble Romans, 
By a baſe Letter to the Emperor, 
Stufft full of Fears, and poor Suggeſtions, 


And by himſelf unto himſelf directed, 
Was cut off baſely, baſely, cruelly;  _ 
Oh Loſs, oh Innocent! Can ye now kill me? 
And the poor Stale, my noble Lord, that knew not 
More of this Villain, than his forc'd fears, 
Like one foreſeen to ſatisfie, dy'd for itt 
There was a Murder too, Rome would have bluſh'd at; 
Was this worth being Cæſar? or my Patience? nay, his 
By Heav'n he told it me in Wine, and Joy, (Wife, 
And {wore it deeply, he himſelf prepard 
To be abus d, how? let me grieve, not tell ye; 
And weep the Sins that did it: And his end 
Was. only me, and Cæſar: But me he iy'd in; 
Thele are my Reaſons, Romans, and my Soul 
Tells me ſufficient; and my Deed is Juſtice : 
Now as I have done well, cr ill, look on me. (done, 
Afr. What leſs could Nature do, what leſs had we 
Had we known this before? Romans, the is righteous 
And ſuch a piece of Juſtice, Heav'n muſt ſmile on: 
Bend all your Swords on me, if this diſpleaſe ye, 
For I muſt kneel, and on this virtuous hand 
Seal my new Joy and Thanks ; thou haſt done truly. 
Semp., Up with your Arms, ye ſtrike a Saint elſe, Romans. 
May'ſt thou live ever ſpoken our Protector: 
Rome yet has many noble Heirs: Let's in 
And pray before we chuſe, then plant a Ceſar 
Above the reach of Envy, Blood, and Murder. 
Afr. Take up the Body, nobly to his Urn, 
And may our Sins and his together burn. 
|  TExeunt. A dead March: 
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W wou d fain pleaſe ye, and as fain be pleas d, 
'Tis but a little Liking, both are easd: J 

We have your Mony, and you have our. Ware, | f 

And to our Underſtanding good and fair: | 

For your own Wiſdom's ſake, be not ſo mad, 

T' acknowledge ye have bought things dear and bad: 

Let mt a brack i th' Stuff, or here and there 

The fading Gloſs, a general Loſs appear: 

We know ye take up worſe Commodities, 

And dearer pay, yet think your Bargains wiſe, 

We know in Meat and Wine, ye fling away 

More Time and Wealth, which is but dearer pay, 

And with the Reckoning all the Pleaſure loſt. 

We bid ye not unto repenting Coſt J 

The Price is eaſie, and ſo light the Play, 

That ye may new digeſt it every Day. | | 

Then noble Friends, as ye would chuſe a N iſtreſr, | | 

| Only to pleaſe the Eye a while, and kiſs, * 

Till a good Wife be got : So let this lag {8 

Hold ye a while, until a better may. | 18 


Vol. III. 
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The Man that all the World lov'd, you ador'd, 
That was the Maſter-piecc of Arms, and Bounty; 
Mine own Grief ſhall come laſt: This Friend of his, 

This Soldier, this your right Arm, noble Romans, 
By a baſe Letter to the Emperor, | 
Stuffr full of Fears, and poor Suggeſtions, | 
And by himſelf unto himſelf directed. 
Was cut off baſely, baſely, cruelly;  __ 
Oh Loſs, oh Innocent! Can ye now kill me? 
And the poor Stale, my noble Lord, that knew not 
More of this Villain, than his forc'd fears, 
Like one foreſeen to ſatisfie, dy'd for it: 
There was a Murder too, Rome would have bluſh'd at; 
Was this worth being Ceſar? or my Patience? nay, his 
By Heay'n he told it me in Wine, and Joy, (Wife, 
And ſwore it deeply, he himſelf prepar'd 
To be abus'd, how? let me grieve, not tell ye; 
And weep the Sins that did it: And his end 
Was. only me, and Ceſar : But me he iy'd in; 
Theſe are my Reaſons, Romans, and my Soul 
Tells me ſufficient; and my Deed is Juſtice : 
Now as I have done well, cr ill, look on me. (done, 
Afr. What leſs could Nature do, what leſs had we 
Had we known this before? Romans, the is righteous 
And ſuch a piece of Juſtice, Heav'n muſt ſmile on: 
Bend all your Swords on me, if this diſpleaſe ye, 
For I muſt kneel, and on this virtuous hand 
Seal my new Joy and Thanks; thou haſt done truly. 
Semp., Up with your Arms, ye ſtrike a Saint elſe, Romans. 
May'it thou live ever ſpoken our Protector: 
Rome yet has many noble Heirs: Let's in 
And pray before we chuſe, then plant a Ceſar 
Above the reach of Envy, Blood, and Murder. 
Ar. Take up the Body, nobly to his Urn, 
And may our Sins and his together burn. 
| [ kExeunt. A dead March: 
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E FlILOGUE 


\ \ _ wou'd fain pleaſe ye, as as Fain be pleas'd; 1 
'Tis but a little Liking, both are ear'd: if 


We have your Mony, and you have our Ware, | | 
And to our Underſtanding good. and fair. N {1 
For your own Wiſdom's ſake, be not ſo mad, 

T acknowledge ye have bought things dear and bad: ö 
Let not a brack i th' Stuff, or here and therg Wy 
The fading Gloſs, a general Loſs appear : | 
We know ye take up worſe Commodities, 

And dearer pay, yet think your Bargains wiſe z 
We know in Meat and Wine, ye fling away 

More Time and Wealth, which is but dearer pay, 
And with the Reckoning all the Pleaſure loſt. 
We bid ye not unto repenting Coſt 

The Price is eaſie, and ſo light the Play, 

That ye may new digeſt it every Day. 

Then noble Friends, as ye would chuſe a Miſtreſs, 
Only to pleaſe the Eye a while, and kiſs, 9 
Till a good Wife be got : So let this Plag 1 
Hold ye a while, until a better may. | { 
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Michael, 4 Gentleman, Valentine's Neighbour 
Three : Phy wians, and an TRY: 


Alice, Valentine's Sifer. 


Mary, Neice to Valentine and Alice, in Love 


Dramatis Perſons. 
M E N 8 


Alentine, a Gentleman lately return'd fri 
Travel, Brother to Alice. 

Monſieur Thomas, his Fellow-Traveller. 

Sebaſtian, his Father. 

Francis, Valentine's Son, in Love with Cellide 

Hylas, 2 general Lover. 

Sam; a Gentleman, his Friend. 

Launcelot, Mon/ieur Thomas his Man. 


w O ME N. 


Cellide, belov'd by Valentine; in Love with Fran- 
cis. 


With Monſieur I homas. 
Dorothea, Monſieur Thomas hzs & Ser 
Abbeſs, Maids, &c. 
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Enter Alice, and Valentine. 


ALICE. 
oO W dearly welcome you are! 
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have govern'd 
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I dare, and muſt believe, elſe I ſhould wrong ye, 
The beſt and worthieſt. 
Alice. As my Woman's Wit, Sir, 1 
Which is but weak and crazy. 
Val. But good Alice, 
Tell me how fares the gentle Cellide, 
The life of my Affection, ſince my Travel, 
My long and lazy Travel? Is her Love til 
Upon the growing Hand? Does it not ſtop 
And wither at my Year,? Has ſhe not view'd 


And entertain'd ſome younger ſmooth Behaviour, 


Some Youth but in his Bloſſom, as her ſelf is? 

There lies my Fears. 6 
Alice. They need not, for believe me 

So well you have manag'd her, and won her Mind, 

Even from her Hours of Childhood, to this Ripeneſs, 

And in your Abſence, that by me enforc'd ſtill, 

So well diſtilbd your Gentleneſs into her, 


bg Obſerv'd 


Al SCENE 1 


Val. 1 know it, (tight, - 
And my beſt Siſter, you are as dear to my 
And pray let this confirm it: How you 
(Servants, 
My poor State in my Abſence, how my 


18 
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Obſerv'd her, fed her Fancy, Iiv'd ſtill in her, 
And though Love be a Boy, and ever youthful, | 
And young and beauteous Objects cver aim'dat, | 


Vet here ye have gone beyond Love, better'd Nature, 
Made him appear in Years, in grey Years fiery, 
His. Bow at full bent ever; fear not Brother, 
Fer though your Body has been far off from her, 
* Yet every Hour your Heart, which is your Gooineſs, 
J have forc'd into her, won a Place prepar'd too, 
And willingly to give it ever harbour; 
Believe ſhe is ſo much yours, and won by Miracle, 
(Which is by Age) ſo deep a Stamp (et on her 
By your obſervances, ſhe cannot alter. 
Were the Child living now ye loſt at Sea 
Among the Genoua Gallies, what a Happinels ! 
What a main Bleſling! 
Tal. O no more, good Siſter, | 
Touch no more that String, tis too harſh and jarring. 
With that Child all my Hopes went, and you know 
The root of all thoſe Hopes, the Mother too 
Within few Days. | 
Alice. Tis too true, and too fatal, 
But Peace be with their Souls. 
Val. For her I.ofs, 
J hope the beauteous Cel lide. 
Alice. You may, Sir, 
For all ſhe is, is yours. 
Val. For the poor Boy's loſs, 
] have brought a noble Friend, I found in Travel, 
A worthicr Mind, and a more temperate Spirit, 
If I have fo much Judgment to diſcern 'em, 
Man yet was never Maſter of. 
Alice. What is he? | 
Val. A Gentleman, I do aſſure my ſelf, 
And of a worthy Breeding, though he hide it; 
I found him at FValentia, poor and needy, 
Only his Mind the Maſter of a Treaſure. 


. « 


I ſought his Friendſhip, won him by much Violence, 
His Honeſty and Modeſty ſtill fearing 
To thruſt a Charge upon me; bow I lore bim, 


He 
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He ſhall now know, where Want and he hereaſter 
Shall be no more Comp anions ; uſe him nobly, 
It is my Will, good Sitter, all J have 

I make him free Companion in, and Partner, 
But only | 5 

Alice. J obſerve ye, hold your Right there, 
Love and high Rule allows no Rivals, Brother, 
He ſhall have fair Regard, and all Obſervance. 

| Enter Hylas. 

Hyl. You are Welcome, noble Sir. 

Val. What, Monſieur Hylas ! 

I'm glad to ſee your merry Body well yet. (Seas ? 
Hyl. Faith y' are welcome Home, what News beyond 
Val. None, but new Men expected, ſuch as you are, 

To breed new Admirations; 'tis my Siſter, 
Pray ye know her, Sir. 

Hyl. With all my Heart; your leave, Lady? 

Alice. You have it, Sir. | 

Hyl. A ſhrewd ſmart touch, which does prognoſticate 
A Body keen and active, ſomewhat old, c 
Put that's all one; Age brings Experience 
And Knowledge to Diſpatch: 1 muſt be better, 

And nearcr in my Service, with your leave, Sir, 
To this fair Lady. 

Lal. What, the old ' Squire of Dames ſtill! 

Hyl. Still the Admirer of their Goodneſs; with all my 
love a Woman of her Years, a Pacer (Heart now, 
That lays the Bridle in her Neck, wil travel 
Forty, and ſomewhat fulſome is a fine Diſh. 

Thele young Colts are too skittiſh. 
| Enter Mary. 

Alice. My Couſin Mary 
In all her Joy, Sir, to congratulate 
Fer, 8 

Val. My loving and kind Couſin, 

A thouſand Welcomes. Mes 8 

Mary. A thouſand Thanks to Heav'n, Sir, 
For your ſafe Voyage, and Return. ; 

Val. I thank ye; ; | 
But where's my Bleſſed Cell:de? Her ſlackneſs 
In Viſitation. - 28.04 Mary. 


14908 Monſieur Thomas. 


Mary. Think not ſo, dear Uncle, 
] 1-ft her on her Knees, thanking the Gods 
With Tears and Prayers. x 
Val. Ye have given me too much Comfort. 
Mary. She will not be long from ye. 
 Hyl. Your fair Couſin? 
Val. It is ſo, and a Bait you cannot balk, Sir, 
If vour old Rule reign in you, ye may know her: 
A happy ſtock ye have, right worthy Lady, 
The pooreſt of your Servants Vows his Duty 
And obliged Faith. 
Mary. O'tis a Kiſs you would, Sir, 
Take it, and tye your Tongue up. 
Hyl. Jam an Aſs OY 
do perceive now, a blind Aſs, a Blockhead; 
For this is Handſomneſs, this that that draws us 
Body and Bones : Oh what a mounted forehead, 
What Eyes and Lips, what every thing about her! 
How like a Swan ſhe ſwims her Pace, and bears 
Her ſilver Breaſts! This is the Woman, ſhe, 
And only the, that I will ſo much Honour 
As to think worthy of my Love, all older Idols 
1 heartily abhor, and give to Gun-powder, 
And all Complexions beſides hers, to Gypſies. 
Enter Francis at one Door, and Cellide at another. 
Val. O my dear Life, my better Heart, all Dangers, 
Diſtreſſes in my Travel, all Misfortunes, 
Had they been endle's like the Hours upon me, 
In this Kiſs had been buried in Oblivion; 
How Happy have ye made me, truly Happy? 
Cel. My Joy has ſo much over-maſtered me, 
That in my Tears for your raturn—— 
Val. O deareſt; g 
My noble Friend too! What a Bleſſedneſs - 
Have I about me now! How full my Wiſhes 
Are come again, a thouſand hearty Welcomes 
I once more lay upon ye; all I have, 
The fair and liberal Uſe of all my Servants 
To be at your Command, and all the Uſes 
Of all within my Power. 


Fran. 
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Fran. Ye are too munificent, 
Nor am ] able to conceive thoſe Thanks, Sir. 
Val. Ve wrong my tender Love now, even my Service, 
Nothing accepted, nothing ſtuck between us 
And our intire Affections but this Woman, 
This I beſeech ye Friend. 
Fran. It is a Jewel, | 
T do confeſs, would make a Thief, but never 
Of him that's ſo much yours, and bound your Servant; 
That were a baſe Ingratitude. 8 
Val. Ve are Noble, | 
Pray be acquainted with her, keep your way, Sir, 
My Couſin and my Sifter. : 
Alice. Ye are moſt Welcome. 
Mary. If any Thing in our poor Powers, fair Sir, 
To render ye Content, and liberal Welcome 
May but appear, command it. 
Alice, Ye ſhall find us 
Happy in our Performance. 
Fran. The poor Servant 1 
Of both your Goodneſſes preſents his Service. 
Val. Come, no more Complement z Cuſtom has made it 
Dull, old, and tedious; ye are once more Welcome 


As your own Thoughts can make ye, and the ſame ever. 
And ſo we'll in to ratifie it. | 


Hyl. Hark ye, Yalentine : 
Is wild Oats yet come over? 
Val. Yes, with me, Sir. 
Mary. How does he bear himſelf? 
Val. A great dean petrer ; 

Why do you Bluſh? The Gentleman will do well. 
Mary. I ſhould be glad on't, Sir. 
Val. How does his Father? | 

Hyl. As mad a Worm as cer he was. 
| 3 I lookt for't : 
we enjoy your Company? 
Ayl. TII * ye: * 
Only a Thought or two. ; | 
Val. We bar all Prayers. [ Exeunt all but Hale. 
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Hyl. 'This laſt Wench! Ay, this laſt Wench was a fair 
A dainty Wench, aright one; a Devil take it, (one 
What do I ail? To have fifteen now in liking, : 
Enough a Man would think to#ſtay my Stomach ?_ 
But what's fifteen, or fifteen Score to my Thoughts? 
And wherefore are mine Eyes made, and have lights, 
But to encreaſe my Objects? This laſt Wench 
Sticks plaguy cloſe to me, a hundred Pound 
I were as cloſe to her; if I lov'd now, 

As many fooliſh Men do, I ſhould run Mad. 


STENE:W 


Enter Old Sebaſtian, and Launcelot. 
Seb. Sirrah, no more of your French ſhrugs, I adviſe you. 
If you be Louzy, ſhift your ſelf. 5 
aun. May it pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Seb. Only to ſee my Son, my Son, good Launcelot; 
Your Maſter and my Son; Body O me Sir, 
No Mony, no more Mony, Monſieur Lancelot, 
Not a Denier, ſweet Signior; bring the Perſon, 
The Perſon of my Boy, my Boy Tow, Monſieur Thomas, 
Or get you gone again, du gata whee, Sir; 
Baſſa mi cu, good Launcelos, valetote. 
My Boy or nothing. WET 
Laun. Then to anſwer punctually. 
Seb. I ſay to th' purpole, . —- 
Lawn. Then Il fay to th' purpoſe, 
Becauſe your Worſhip's vulgar Underſtanding 
May meet me at the neareſt ; your Son, my Maſter, 
Or Monſieur Thomas, (for ſo his Travel ſtiles him) 
Through many foreign Plots that Virtue meets with, 
And Dangers (I beſcech ye give Attention) 4 
Is at the laſt arriv'd 9 8 . 
To ask your (as the French Man calls it ſweetly ) 
Benediction de jour en jour. 3 
Seb, Sirrah, do not Conjure me with your French Furies. 
Laun. (be ditt a von, Monſieur. | 
Seb. Che doga vou, Raſcal; | 
Leave me your rotten Language, and tell me plainly, 
And quickly, Sirrah, left I crack your French Fon, 
V nat 
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What your good Maſter means; I have maintain'd 
You and your Monfieur, as I take it, Launcelor, 
Theſe two Years at your ditti vous, your gau. 
Four me no more, for not another Penny 
Shall paſs my Purſe. ' 

Laun. Your Worſhip is erroneous, 
For as I tald you, your Son Tom, or Thomas, 
My Maſter and your Son is now arriv'd 
To ask you, as our Language bears it neareſt, 
Your quotidian Blefling, and here he is in Perſon. 


Enter Thomas. 


Seb, What. Tam! Boy, welcome with all my Heart, Boy 
Welcome, faith thou haſt gladded me at Soul, Boy, 
Infinite glad I am, I have pray'd too, Thomas, 

For you wild Thomas, Tom, | thank thee heartily 
For coming home. | 

Tho.” Sir, I do find your Prayers ' 
Have much prevail'd above my Sins. 

Seb. How's this ? ” 4 5 

Tho. Elſe certain I had periſh'd with my rudeneſs, 
E'er I had won my ſelf to that Diſcretion, 

I hope you ſhall hereafter find: 

Hieb. Humh, humh, | | 
Diſcretion ? Is it come to that? The Boy's ſpoil'd. 

Tho. Sirrah, you Rogue, look for't, for | will make thee 
Ten times more miſerable than thou thought'ſt thy ſelf 
Before thou travell'dſt; thou haſt told my Father, 

I know it, and J find it, all my Rogueries 
By meer way of prevention to undo me. 

Laun. Sir, as I ſpeak eight Languages, I only 

Told him you came to ask his Benediction, 
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De jour en jour. | | 
Tho, But that I muſt be civil, _ 
I would beat thee like a Dog. Sir, however 
The Time I have miſpent, may make you doubtful, - 
Nay harden your Belicf gainſt my Converſion 
FCeb. A Pox o' Travel, I fay. 
Tho. Yet, dear Father, | : 
Your own Experience in my after Courſes —— 


Enter 


355. It ſhall be, Siſter, 
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Enter Dorothca. | 
Seb. Prithee no more, tis ſcurvy ; there's thy Siſter 

Undone without Redemption; he eats with Picks, 
Utrerly ſpoil'd, his Spirit baffled in him : 

How have 1 ſin'd that this Affliction 

Should light ſo heavy on me? I have no more Sons ; 
And this no more mine own, no ſpark of Nature 
Allows him mine now, he's grown Tame; my grand Curſe 
Hang o'cr his Head that thus transform'd thee: Travel? 
Pl ſend my Horſe to travel next; we Monſieur. 

Now will my moſt canonical dear Neighbours 

Say I have found my Son, and rejoyce with me, 
Becauſe he has mew'd his mad Tricks off: I know not; 
But I am ſure this Monſieur, this fine Gentleman 
Will never be in my Books like mad Thomas, 

I muſt go ſeek an Heir, for my Inheritance. | 
Muſt not turn Secretary; my Name and Quality 
Has kept my Land three hundred Years in madneſs 
And it ſlip now, may it ſink. g Exit. 

Tho. Excellent Siſter, 


I am glad to ſee thee well; but where's thy Father? 
Dor. Gone Diſcontent, it ſeems: 


__ The. He did Ill in it, ; 


As he does all; for I was uttering | 

A handſome Speech or two, I have been ſtudying 

E'er ſince I came from Paris: How glad to ſee thee! 

Dor. I am gladder ta fee you, with more Love too 

I dare maintain it, than my Father's ſorry 

To ſee (as he ſuppoſes) your Converſion ; 

And I am ſure he is vext, nay more, I know it, 
He has pray'd againſt it mainly; but it appears, Sir, 
You had rather blind him with that poor Opinion 

Than in your ſelf correct it: Deareſt Brother, 

Since there is in our uniform Reſemblance, 


No more to make us two but our bare Sexes; 


And ſince one happy Birth produc'd us hither, 
Loet one mare happy Mind. 7 


ur " 
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q 
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For I can do it When! liſt; and yet, Wench, 


Be madroo when I pleaſe; Lhaye the Trick ont: 


Beware a Traveller. Dor. 
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Dor. Leave that Trick too. 1 
Tho. Not for the World; but where's my Miſtreſs, 
And prithee ſay how does ſhe? I melt to ſee her, 
And preſently : I muſt away. 
Dor. Then do ſo, Elly les 
For o' my Faith ſhe will not ſee you, Brother. 
Tho. Not ſee me? Pl 
Dor. Now you play your true ſelf 
How would my Father love this! I'll aſſure you 
She will not ſee you; ſhe has heard (and loudly ) 
The Gambols that you play'd ſince your departure, 
In every Town yecame, your ſeveral Miſchiefs, 
Your Rowſes and your Wenches; all your Quarrels, 
And the no-Cauſes of em; theſe, I take it, 
Although ſhe love ye well, to modeſt Ears, 
To one that waited for your Reformation, 
To which end Travel was propounded by her Uncle, 
Muſt needs, and Reaſon for it, be examined, 
And by her Modeſty, and fear'd too light too, 
To fyle with her Affections; ye have loſt her 
For any thing I ſec, exil'd your ſelf, _ 
Tho. No more of that, ſweet Doll, I will be civil. 
Der. But how long? | 
Tho. Would'ſt thou have me loſe my Birth-right ? 
For yond old Thing will diſinherit me 
If I grow too demure ; good ſweet Doll, prithee, 
Prithee, dear Siſter, let me ſee her. 
Dor, No. ESA 
Tho. Nay, I beſeech thee, by this Light. 
Dor. Ay, ſwagger. e . 
Tho. Kiſs me, and be my Friend, we two were Twins, 
And ſhall we now grow Strangers? | 
Dor. *Tis not my Fault. 1 
Tho. Well, there be other Women, and remember 
Vou, you were the cauſe of this; there be more Lands too, 
And better People in em, fare ye well, 
And other Loves; what ſhall become of me 1 
And of my Vanities, becauſe they grieve ye? (there? 
Dor. Come hither, come, do you ſee that Cloud that flies 
So light are you, and blown with every Fancy w 
il 
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Will ye but make me hope ye may be civil? 
I know your Nature's Nel enough, and tender, 
Not grated on, nor curb'd: Do you love your Miſtreſs? 
Tho. He lyes that ſays I do not. 
Dor. Would ye ſee her ? 
Tho. If you pleaſe, for ir muſt be fo 
Dor. And appear to her 
A Thing to be beloy 1 r 
I. . 
Dor. Change then 
A little of your Wildneſs into Wiſdom, 
And put on a more Smoothneſs z 
I'll do the beſt I can to help ye, yet 
I do proteſt ſhe ſwore, and ſevere it deeply, 
She would never ſee you more; where's your Man's Heatt 
What, do you faint at this? (now? , 


= _ Tho. She is a Woman: 


But him ſhe entertains next for a Servant, 


=. Mice. He cannot be fo wild fell. 


I ſhall be bold to quarter. 9 
Dor. No thou oht of Fighting; 
Go in, and there Jn talk more ; be but rul'd, 
And what lies in my Power, ye ſhall be {ure of. 77 veunt 


8 E NE III. 
Euter Alice, and Mary. 


Mary. Tis moſt certain, 

1 have now heard all, and all the Truth. 
Alice. Grant all that 2 13 

Is he the firſt that has been giv'n a loſt Man, 


And yet come fairly Home? He is young and tender; 
And fit for that Imre your Affectios 
Shall ſtamp upon him, Age brings on Diſcretion, 
A Year hence, theſe aT Toys that now poſſeſs him 
Will ſhew like Bugbears to him, Shapes to wha him; 
Marriage diffolves all theſe like Miſts. 3 
Mary. They are grounded : 
Hereditary 1 in him, Rom hs Father, 


And to his Grave they will haun hit! 


Alice, 
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: Alice. 'Tis your Fear, | 
Which is a wiſe Part in you; yet your Love, A 
However you may ſeem to leſſen it 
With theſe Diſlikes, and choak it with theſe Errors, 
Do what you can, will break out to excuſe him, 
Ye have him in your Heart, and planted, Couſin, 
From whence the Power of Reaſon, nor Diſcretion, 
Can ever root him. 
Mary. Planted in my Heart, Aunt ? 
Believe it no, I never was ſo liberal 
What though he ſhew a ſo ſo comely Fellow, | 
Which we call pretty? Or ſay it may be handſom ? 
What though his Promiſes may ſtumble at 
The Power of Goodneſs in him, ſometimes Ule too ? 
Alice. How willingly thy Heart betrays thee, Couſin? - 
Coren thy ſelf no more; thou haſt nd more Power 
To leave off loving him, than he that's Thirſty 
Has to abſtain from Drink ſtanding before him; 
His Mind is not ſo monſtrous for his Shape, 
If I have Eyes, I have not ſeen his better. 
A handſome brown Complexion. 
Mary. Reaſonable, | 
Inclining to a Tawny. 
Alice. Had I ſaid oo 
You would have wiſh'd my Tongue out; then his making. 
Mary. Which may be mended; L have ſeen Legs 29 31 4 
And cleaner made. ( er, ä 
Alice, A Body too. 2 
Mary. Far neater, 
And better ſet together. e 
Alice. God forgive thee, 1 | 
For againſt thy Conſcience thou lyeſt ae 
May. I grant tis Neat enough. 
Alice. Tis Excellent, | 
And e rde ourward Parts age fair * lovely, (be? 
(Which are but Moulds o'th* Mind) what muſt 44 Soul 
Put caſe Vouth has his ſwinge, and fiery Nature 
Flames to mad Diet many times. 
11 You only ule to make me ay, 1 love bim; „ 
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do confeſs I do, but that my Fondneſs . 

Should fling it ſelf upon his deſperate Follies. 
Alice. I do not Counſel that, ſee him reclaim'd firft 
Which will not prove a Miracle, yet Mary, 2228 
I am afraid 'twill vex thee horribly 
To ſtay ſo long. 

. No, no Aunt, no, believe me. | (ye 
Alice. What was your Dream to Night? For! obſery'd 
Hugging of- me, with Good dear t 
Mary. Fye, Aunt, 
Upon my nſcience. 

Alice. On my Word *tis true, Wench; | 
And then ye kiſs'd me, Mary, more than once too, 
And ſigh'd, and Oſweet Tom again; nay, do not Bluſh, 

Ve have it at the Heart, Wench. 
Mary. I'll be hang'd firſt, 
But you muſt have your way. 

* " Enter Dorothea. 

1 Alice. And ſo will you too, 

|  __- Or break down Hedges for it. Dorothea, 


| | Thewelcom'ſt Woman living; how docs thy Brother? 
1 I hear he's turn'd a wondrous civil Gentleman 

B : Since his ſhort Travel. 
|| Dor. Pray Heav'n he make it good, Alice. 
=—_ . Mary. How do ye Friend? I have a quarrel to ye, 
_ Ve ſtole away and left my Company. 

= Dor. O pardon me, dear Friend, it was to Welcome 
A Brother that I have ſome Cauſe to love well. 

Mary. Prithce how is he? Thou 1 Truth. 
| Dor Not Perfect, 
I hope he will be. | 
Mary. Never: H'as forgot me, 

I hear Wench, and his hot Love too. 
Alice. Thou would'ſt howl then. 
= | And Iam glad it ſnould be ſo: his Trav 

= Have yielded him variety of Miſtreſſes, 5 
n Fairer in his Ey e far. 
1 0 Alice. O cogging Raſcal 1 
3 Mary, I was eb bens rea vn 
15 | a : 
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Dor. Pray do not think ſo, for he loves you deatly, 
Upon my Troth moſt firmly, would tain ſee you. 

Mary. See me, Friend! Do you think it fit? 

Dor. It may be, 

Without the loſs of Credit tooz he's not 
Such a prodigious Thing, ſo monſtrous, 
To fling from all Society. 

Mary. He's ſo much contrary 

To my Deſires, ſuch an Antipathy, 

That I muſt ſooner fee my Grave. 
Dor. Dear Friend, 

He was not ſo before he went. 

Mary. I grant it, 

For then I daily hop'd his fair Converſion. 

Alice. Come, do not mask your (elf, but ſee him freely, 
Ye have a Mind. | | 

Mary. That Mind I'll maſter then. 

Dor. And is your Hate ſo mortal? 

Mary. Not to his Perſon, _ 

But to his Qualities, his Mad-cap Follies, ; 
Which ſtill ike Hydra's Heads grow thicker or him. 
I have a Credit, Friend, and Maids of my ſor. 
Love where their Modeſties may live untainted. 

Dor. I give up that hope then; pray for your Friend's 
If I have any Intereſt within ye, /, (lake, 
Do but this Courteſie, accept this Letter. 7 

Mary. From him? | 

Dor. The ſame; tis but a Minurte's reading, 

And as we look on Shapes of painted Devils, 
Which tor the preſent may diſturb our Fancy, 
But with the next new Object loſe *em, fo 
If this be foul, ye may forget it, pray. 
Mary. Have ye ſeen it, Friend? 

Dor. I will not lie; I have not, 
But I preſume, ſo much he Honours you, 
The worſt part of himſelf was caſt away 
When to his beſt Part he writ this. 

Mary. For your ſake, e 
Not that I any way ſhall like bis Scribling 

Alice. A ſhrewd diſſembling Quean. 
Vol. III. "G's * 
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Dor, I thank ye, dear Friend, 
I know ſhe loves him. 
Alice. Yes, and will not loſe him, 
Unleſs he leap into the Moon, believe that, 
And then ſhe'll ſcramble too ; young Wenches Loves 


Are like the courſe of Quartans, they may ſhift 
And ſeem to ceaſe ſometimes, and yet we ſee 


The leaſt Diſtemper pulls *em back again, 


And ſeats 'em in their old courſe; fear her not, 


U.:leſs he be a Devil. 
Mary. Now Heav'n bleſs me. 
Dor. What has he writ? 
Mary. Out, out upon him. 
Dor. Ha, what has the mad Man done? 
Mary. Worſe, worſe, and worle till. 


A:ice. Some Northern Toy, a little broad. 
Mary. Still fouler ? 


Hey, hey Boys, goodneſs keep me; Oh. 


Dor. What ail ye? 
Mary. Here, take your Spell again, it burns my Fingers. 
Was ever Lover writ ſo ſweet a Letter, 


So Elegant a Style? Pray look upon't; 
The rareſt Inventory of rank Oaths 


That ever Cur-purſe caſt. 


Alice. What a mad Boy is this? 
Mary. Only i'th' bottom 
A little Julip gently ſprinkled over 
To cool his Mouth, leſt it break out it in Bliſters, 
Indeed law. Yours for ever. 
Dor. J am ſorry. (pleaſe, 
Mary. You ſhall be welcome to me, come when you 
And ever may command me vertuoully ; 
But for your Brother, you muſt pardon me. 
Till I am of his Nature, no Acceſs, Friend, 
Noe word of Viſitation, as ye love me, 


And ſo for now I'll leave ye. | [Extt. 


Alice. What a Letter : i 
Has this thing written, how it roars like Thunder - 
With what a ſtate he enters into Stile? 


Dor. 
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Dor. Out upon him, Bedlam. (likeneſs 
| Alice. Well, there be ways to reach her yet: Such 
As you two carry, mcthinks. 
F Dvr | am mad too, ; 
And yet can apprehend ye: Fare ye well, 9 
The Fool ſhall now fiſh for himſelf. lg 
1 Alice. Be ſure then i 
His tewgh be tith and ſtrong: And next no ſwearing, | jo 
He'll catch no Fiſh elſe : Farewel, Dol. i 
| Dor. Farewel, Alice. | Exeunt. l 
q — 


rn $CENE.L 


Enter Valentine, Alice, and Cellide. 


Cel. | bmp; he's much chang'd, extremely alter'd, 
His Colour faded ſtian gely too. 
Val. "The Air, ä 
The ſharp and nipping Air of our new Climate 
I hope is all, which Ill as weil reſtore 
To Health again th' affected Body by it, 
And mike it ttronger far, as leave it dangerous 
How docs my Sweet, our bleſſed hour comes on no 
Apace my Cellide, it knocks at Door, E 
In which our Loves, and long deſires like Rivers 
Riſing aſunder far, ſhall fall together, 
Within theſe two days, Dear. 
Cel. When Heav'n, and you, Sir, 
Shall think it fit: For by your Wills I am govern'd. 
Alice. Twere good ſome Preparation. | 
1 Enter Francis. 
Val. All that may be: f 
It ſhall be no blind Wedding: And all the joy 
Of all our Friends I hope: He looks worſe hourly; 
How does my Friend, my felt? He ſweats too coldly, 
His Pulſe, like the flow dropping of a Spout, 
Scarce gives his Furction: How 1s't Man? Alas, Sir, 
Accu look extreme ill: Is it any old Grief, „ 
The weight of which — . 
7 c Ee | Fran, 
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Fran. None, gentle Sir, that I feel, 
Your Love is too too tender, 
Nay believe, Sir. 

Cel. You cannot be the Maſter of your Health, 
Either ſome Feaver lies in wait to catch ye, 
W hoſe Harbinger's already in your Face 
We ſee preparing: Or ſome Diſcontent, 
Which if it lye in this Houſe, I dare ſay 
Both for this noble Gentleman, and all 
That live within it, ſhall as readi] 

Be purg'd away, and with as much care ſoften'd, 
And where the Cauſe is. | 

Fran. Tis a Joy to be III, 

W here ſuch a virtuous fair Phyſician 

Is ready to relieve: Your noble Cares 

I muſt, and ever ſhall be thankful for, 

And would my Service (I dare not look upon her 
But be not fearful, I feel nothing dangerous, 

A grudging caus'd by th' Alteration 

Of Air, may hang upon me : My Heart's who!e, 
(I would it were) | 

Val. l knew the Cauſe to be ſo. 

Fran. No, you ſhall never know it. 

Alice. Some warm Broths f 
To purge the Blood, and keep your Bed a Day, >, 
And Sweat it out. 

Cel. I have ſuch Cordials, 

Thar if you will but promiſe me to take em, 
Indeed you ſha'l be well, and very quickly, 

I'll be your Doctor, you ſhall fee how finely 
Fl fetch ye up again. 

Val. He (ſweats extreamly : 
Hot, very hot: His Pulſe beats like a Drum now; 
Feel Siſter, feel, feel Sweet. | 

Fran. How that touch ſtung me? - 

Val. My Gown there. 

Cel. And thoſe Julips.in the Window. 

Alice. Some ſee his Bed made. 

Bal. This is moſt unhappy, | 
Take courage Man, 'tis nothing but an Ague. 
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Cel. And this ſhall be the laſt Fit. 
Fran. Not by Thouſands : 
Now what 'tis to be truly Miſerable, 
I feel at full Experience. 
Alice. He grows fainter. | | 
Val. Come, lead him in, heſhallto Bed : A Vomit, 
T'll have a Vomit for him. 
Alice, A Purge firlt, 
And if he breath'd a Vein: 
Tal. No, no, no Bleeding, 
A Clyſter will cool a']. 
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4 Cel. Be of good Chear, Sir. 
1 Alice, He's loth to ſpeak. 
i Cel. How hard he hol.'s my Hand, Aunt? 


C Alice. I do not like that Sign. 

Val. Away to's Chamber, 

SGoftly, he's full of Pain, be diligent 
With all the Care ye have: Would1had'fcus'd him. | Exe. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Dorothea, and Thomas. 
Dor. Why do you rail at me? To | dwell in her 


E To force her to do this or that? Your Leiter, 

A Wild-fre on your Letter; your ſweet Letter; 

You are fo learned in your Writs : Ye ſtand now 

As if ye had worried Sheep: You muſt turn Lippet, 

And W and truly, and diſcreetly 

Put on the Shape of Order and Humanity, 

Or you muſt marry Malkyn the May Lady : 

You muſt, dear Brother: Do you make me Carrier 

Of your Confound-me's, and your Culyerings? 

Am I a ſeemly Agent for your Oaths ? 

Who would have writ ſuch a dcboſh'd ? 
Tho. Your Patience, 

May not a Man profeſs his Love ? 
Dor. In Blaſphemics ? 8 

Rack a Maid's tender Ears, with Dam's and Devils? 
Tho. Out, out upon thee, 

How would ye have me Write? By 

. Begin 
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Begin with my Love premiſed? ſurely, 
And by my t:uly, Mittreſs. 
Dor. Take your own courſe, 
For I (ce all Perſwaſion's loſt upon ye: 
Humanity, all drown'd : From this hour fair] | 
l' wath my Hands of all ye do: Farewel, Sir. 3 
Thy. Thou art not mad? 
Dor. No, if I were, dear Brother, E | 
I would keep vou Company: Get a new Miftreſs, 
Some Suburb Saint, that Six Pence and ſome others 
Wilt craw to parley: Carowle her Health in Cans 
And Candles ends, and quarrel tor her Beauty, 
Such a Sweetheart mult ſerve your turn; your old Love 
Releaſes ye of all your Tyes, diſclaims ye. 
And utterly abjur-s your Memory 
Ti] time has better manag'd ye, will ye command me- 
Tho. What, bobb'd of all ſides? 
Dor. Any worthy Serv ce 
Unto my Father, Sir, that I may tell him, 
Even to his peace of Heart, and much r joicing, 
Ye are his true Son Tom (till? will it pleaſe ye 
Fo heat ſome half a dozen of his Servants preſently, 
That | may teſtifie you have brought the ſame Faith 
Unblemiſh'd home, ye carried out? Or it it like ou, 
| There be two Chambermaids within, young Wenches, 
If Handſome and apt for Exerciſe: You have been goud, Sir, 
| And Charitable, though 1 ſay it, Seigneur, 
| To ſuch poor Orphans : And now, by th' way I think on't 
1 Vour voung Rear Admiral, I mean your laſt Baſtard 
| Don John, ye had by Lady Blanch the Dairy Maid, 
| Is by an Academy of Learned Gypſies, 
| | = Foreſeeing ſome ſtrange wonder in the Infant, 
| Sro'n from the Nurſe, and wande-s with thoſe Prophets. 
| There is Plate in the Parlour, and good ſtore, dir, 
Wl When your wants ſhall ſupp'y it. So moſt humbly 
(Firſt rendring my due Service) | take leave, Sir. [ Exit. 
. Tho. Why Doll, why Doll 1 fay : My Letter fub'd too, 
And no acceſs without | mend my Manners ? 
All my deſigns in Limbo? I will have her, 
Yes, I will have her, though the Devil roar. 
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Jam reſolv'd that, if ſne live above Ground, 

I'll not be bob'd th Noſe with every Bobtail: 
will be civil too, now I think better, 
Exceeding c:vil, wondrous finely carried: 

And yet be mad upon occaſion, 
And ſtars mad too, and fave my Land: My Father, 


I'll have my Will of him, how e'er my Wench gocs. | Ex. 


Enter Sebaſtian, and Launcelot. 


Seb. Sirrah, I ſay (till you have ſpoil'd your Maſter: leaye 
J fay thou haſt ſpoil'd thy Maſter, 


(your ſtitches: 
Laun. I ſay how, Sir? 
Seb. Marry thou haſt taught him like an arrant Raſcal, 
Firſt to read perfectly: Which on my Bleſſing 
I warn'd him from; for I knew it he read once, 
He was a loſt Man. Secondly, Sr Launcelut, 
Sir lowſie Launcelot, ye have ſuffer'd him 
Againſt my Power firſt, then againſt my Frecept, 
To keep that ſimpring ſort of People company, 
That ſober Men call civil: Mark ye thar, Sir? 
Laun. And't pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Seb. It does not pleaſe my Worſh'p, 
Nor ſhall not pleaſe my Worſhip : Thirdly and laſtly, 
Which if the Law were-herg, I would hang thee for, 
(However I will lame thee) like a Villain, 
Thou haſt wrought him 
Clean to forget what 'tis to do a miſchief, 


A handſom miſchief, ſuch as thou knew'ſt 1 lov'd well. 


My Servants all arc ſound now, my Drink ſowr'd, 


Not a Horſe pawn'd, nor play'd away: No Warrants 


Come for the Breach of Peace. 

Men Travel with their Mony, and nothing mects em: 
I was accurs'd to fend thee, thou wert ever 
Leaning to Lazineſs, and loſs of Spirit, 


Thou ſlept'ſt ſtill like a Cork upon the Water. 


Laun. Your Worſhip knows, I ever was accounted 
The moſt Deboſh'd, and pleaſe you to remember, 
Every Day drunk too, for your Worſhip's Credit, 

I broke the Butler's Head too. Ca 

Seb. No, baſe Palliard, | FR | 
do remember yet that Onſlaught, thou waſt beaten, 


8 And 
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And fled'ſt before the Butler; a black Jack 
Playing upon thee furiouſly, I faw it? 
I ſaw thce ſcatter'd Rogue, behold thy Maſter. 
Enter Thomas, with a Book. 
Tho. What ſweet Content dwells here ! 
Laun. Put up your Book, Sir, 
We are all undone elfe. 

Seb. Tom, when is the Horſe- race? 

Tho. | know nor, Sir. 

Seb. Vou will be there? 

Tho. Not I, Sir, 

J have forgot thoſe Journeys. 

Seb. Spoil'd for ever. 

The Cocking holds at Derby, and there will be 
Fack Wild-oats, and Will Purſer. 

Tho. I am ſorry, Sir, | | | 
They ſhould employ their Time fo flenderly, 
Their Underſtandings will bear better Courſes. 

Seb. Yes, Iwill marry again: But Monſicur Thomas, 
What ſay ye to the Gentleman that challeng'd ye 
Before he went, and the Fellow ye fell out with? 

Tho. O good Sir, 
Remember not thoſe Follies; where Lhave wrong'd, Sir, 
(So much I have now learn'd to diſcern my ſelf) 

My Means, and my Repentance ſhall make even, 
Nor do I think it any Imputation 
To let the Law perſwade me. 

Seb. Any Woman : 3 
J care not of what Colour, or Complexion, 
Any that can bear Children: Reſt ye Merry. {| Exit. 

Laun. Ye have utterly undone, clean diſcharg'd me, 
I am for the ragged Regiment. 

Tho. Eight Languages, 

And wither at an old Man's Words? 

Laun. O Pardon me. | 
1 know him but too well: Eightſcorel take it 
Will not keep me from beating, if not Killing: 

Ill give him leave to break a Leg, and thank him: 

Lou might have ſav'd all this, and ſworn a little: 

What had an Oath or two been? Or a Head broke, 
* e | Though 
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Though thad been mine, to have ſatisfied the old Man? 
Tho. I'Il break it yet. e | 
Laun. Now 'tis too late, I take it: 
Will ye be Drunk to Night, (a leſs intreaty 
Has ſerv'd your turn) and ſave all yet? Not mad drunk, 
For then ye are the Devil, yet the Drunker, 
The better for your Father ſtill: Vour State is deſperate, 
And with a deſperate Cure ye muſt recover it: 
Do ſomething, do Sir: Do ſome druken thing, 
Some mad thing, or ſome any Thing to help us. ; 
Tho. Go for a Fidler then: The poor old Fidler . 
That ſays his Songs But firſt where lies my Miſtreſs, 
Did ye enquire out that? 
Laun. I'th' Lodge, alone Sir, 
None but her own Attendants. I 
Tho, Tis the Happier : 
Away then, find this Fidler, and do not miſs me ; 
By nine a Clock. | 
Laun. Via. | Exit. 
Tho. My Father's mad now, 1 
And ten to one will Diſinherit me: 
I'll put him to his plunge, and yet be merry. 
What Ribabaldl? 


Euter Hylas and Sam. 
Hyl. Don Thomaſio. 


De bene venew. | 
Tho. I do embrace your Body: 

How do'ſt thou, Sam? | 
Sam. The ſame Sam ſtill : Your Friend, Sir. 
Tho. And how is't, bouncing Boys? 

Hl. Thou art not alter'd, 

They ſaid thou wert all Monſicur. 
Tho, O believe it, 

I am much alter'd, much another way: 

The civil'ſt Gentleman in all your Country: 

Do not ye ſee me alter'd? Yea and nay, Gentlemen, 

A much converted Man: Where's the beſt Wine, Boys? 
Hyl. A ſound Convertite. | 
Tho, What, haſt thou made up Twenty yet ? 


El. 
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Hyl. By'r Lady, 
I have giv'n a ſhrewd puſh at it, for as I take it, 
The laſt I fell in Love with, ſcor'd ſixteen. 
Tho. Look to your Skin, Rambaldb, the ſleeping Gyant 
Will rowze and rend thee piece-meal. 9 
Sam. He ne' er perceives em 
Longer than looking on. 
Tho. Thou never meaneſt then 
To marry any that thou lov'ſt? 
| Hyl. No ſurely, | 
Nor any wie Man I think; Marriage? 
| Would you have me now begin to be Prentice, 
And learn to cobble other Mens old Boots? 
Ham. Why, you may take a Maid. 
Hyl. Where? Can you tell me? 
Or if 'twere poſſible I might get a Maid, 
To what Uſe ſhould I put her? Look upon her, 
Dandle her upon my Knee, and give her Sugar-ſops? 
All the new Gowns i'th' Pariſh will not pleaſe her, 
If ſhe be high bred, for there's the Sport ſhe aims at, 
Nor all the Feathers in the Fryars. | 
Tho. Then take a Widow, | 
A good ſtanch Wench, that's tith. 
Hyl. And begin a new Order, 
Live in a dead Man's Monument; not I, Sir, 
Til keep mine own Road, a true Mendicant, ; 
What Pleaſure this Day yields me, I never covet 
_To lay up for the Morrow; and methinks ever 
Another Man's Cook dreſſes my Diet neateſt. (noſed, 
Tho. Thou waſt wont to love old Women, fat and flat 
And thou would'ſt ſay they kiſs'd like Flounders, flat 
All the Face over. 
Hyl. T have had ſuch Damſels 
I muit confeſs. Toe 
Tho. Thou haſt been a precious Rogue. 
Sam. Only his Eyes; and o' my Conſcience 
They lye with half the Kingdom. | | 
Enter over the Stage, Phyſicians and others. 
' Tho. What's the Matter? | 
W hither go all theſe Men- menders, theſe Phyſicians? | 
W hoſe Dogs lies ſick o'th* Mulligrubs ? Sam. 
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Sam. O the Gentleman, 

The young {mug Seigniour, Maſter Valentine 
Brought out of Travel with him, as l hear, 
Is faln fick o'th ſudden, deſperate ſick; 

And likely they go thither. 

Tho. Who? young Frank ? 
The only temper'd Spirit, Scholar, Soldier, 
Courtierz and all in one piece? 'tis not poſſible. 
Enter Alice. 

Sam. There's one can better ſatisfie you. 

Tho. Miſtreſs Alice, 

1 joy to ſee you, Lady. 
Alice. Good e Thomas, 
You're welcome from your Travel; J am haſty, 
A Gentleman lies ſick, Sir. 
Tho. And how doſt thou? 
I muſt know, and I will know. 
Alice. Excellent well, 
As well as may be, thank ye. 
| Tho. Tram glad on't, 
And prithee hark. 

Alice. I cannot ſtay. i 8 

Tho. A while, Alice. itil. 

Sam. Never look ſo narrowly, the marł's in her Mouth 

Hyl. T am looking at her Legs, prithee be quiet. 

Alice. I cannot ſtay. | 

Tho. O ſweet Alice. 

Hyl. A clean Inſtep, | 
And that I love a Life, I did not mark _ 

This Woman half ſo well before, how quick 
And nimble like a ſhadow, there her Leg ſhew'd; 
By th* Maſs a neat one, the colour of her Stocking, 
A much inviting colour. — | 
Alice. My good Monſieur, 
have no time to talk now. 

yl. Pretty Breeches, 

mely becoming too. 
150. By Heav'n. 

Alice. She will not, 
I can aſſure ye that, and ſo. 


S 
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Tho. But this Word. 


Alice. 1 cannot, nor I will not, good Lord, [ Exit, 
 Hyl. Well, you ſhall hear more from me. 5 
Tom. We'll go Viſit, 
Tis Charity; beſides, I know ſhe is there; 
And under Viſitation I ſhall ſee her; 
Will ye zlongt = © 
 F#hl. By any Means. 
Tho. Be {ure then 
I be a civil Man: I have ſport in hand, Boys, 
Sball make Mirth for a Marriage-Day. 
= l. Away then. 
1 „„ C NS. It 
1. | Enter three Phyſicians with an Urinal. 
1 1 Phy. A Pleurifie, I ſec it. 
2 Phy. I rather hold it 
For tremor Cordis. 
3 Phy. Do you mark the Faces? 
TDis a molt peſtilent contagious Feaver, 
A Surfeit, a plaguy Surfeit; he muſt Bleed. 
1 Phy. By no means. | auch 
« 2, by. I ſay Bleed, | 
1 Phy. I ſay 'tis dangerous; 
in The Perſon being ſpent ſo much before-hand, 
'F And Nature drawn ſo low, Clyſters, cool Clyſters. 
1 2 Phy. Now with your Favours, I ſhould think a Vomit: 
Wl | For take away the Cauſe, the Effect muſt follow, 
3 The Stomach's foul and fur'd, the Pot's unflam'd yet. 
Wo 3 Phy. No, no, we'll rectifie that Part by mild Means, 
Nature ſo ſunk muſt find no Violence. 
— 88 Enter a d.. 
Serv. Will't pleaſe ye draw near? the weak Gentleman 
Grows worle and worſe ſt ill. 
=_ - 1 Phy. Come, we will attend him. 
Wl | 2 Phy, He ſhall do well, my Friend. | 
Wl | Serv. My Maſter's Love, Sir. Friend. 
Wl | 1 Phy, Excellent well I warrant thee, right and ſtraight, 
11 3 Phy. There's no doubt in him, none at all,nc'er fear him. 
e 105) . Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Valentine, and Michael. 
Mich. That he is deſperate Sick I do believe well, - 
And that without a ſpeedy Cure it kills him; 
But that it lyes within the help of Phyſick 
Now to reſtore his Health, or Art to cure him, 
Believe it you are Cozen'd; clean beſide it. 


I would tell ye the true Cauſe too, but 'twould vex ye, 
Nay, run ye Mad. 


Val. May all I have reſtore him? 
So dearly and ſo tenderly I love him, 
do not know the Cauſe why, yea my Life too. 
Mich. Now I perceive ye ſo well ſet. I 1Iteil you, 
Hei mibi quod nullis Amor eſt medicabilis herbis. 
Val. Tas that Ionly fear'd : Good Friend go from me, 


I find my Heart too full for further Conference; 
You are aſſur'd of this? | 


Mich. * Twill prove too certain, 

But bear it nobly, Sir, Youth hath his Errors. 
Val. 1 ſhall do, and I thank ye; pray ye no Words on't. 
Mich. 1 do not uſe to Talk, Sir. [ Extr, I 
Val. Ve are Welcome:  _ 

Is there no Conſtancy in earthly Things, 

No Happineſs in us, but what mult alter? 
No Life without the heavy Load of Fortune? 
What Miſeries we are, and to our ſelves, 


Even then when full Content ſeems to ſit by us, 
W hat daily Sores and Sorrows ? 


\ 


Enter Alice. 
Alice. O dear Brother, 
The Gentleman if eyer you will ſee him 
Ave, Ems. 
5 Enter Cellide. 
Cel. O he faints, for Heav'ns ſake. 
For Heav'ns ſake, Sir. le 
Val. Go comfort him, dear Siſter. [Exit Al 
And one Word, Sweet, with you: Then we'll go to him. 
What think you of this Gentleman ? 


cel. 
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cel. My Pity thinks, Sir, 5 
Tis great Misfortune that he ſhould thus periſh, 
Val. It is indeed, but Cellide, he muſt dye. 

Cel. That were a Cruelty, when Care may cure him. 
Why do you weep ſo, Sir? He may recover. 

Val. He may, but wich much danger; my ſweet Cellide, 
Lou have a powerful Tongue. 

Cel. To do you Service. 

Val. Iwill betray his Grief; he loves a Gentlewoman, 

A Friend of yours, whoſe Heart another holds, 
He knows it too; yct ſuch a ſway blind Fancy, 
And his not daring to deliver itt. 
Have won upon him, that they muſt undo him: 
Never ſo hopeful and ſo ſweet a Spirit 
Miisfortune fell fo foul on. 

Cel. Sure ſhe's hard-hearted, 

That can look on and nor relent, and deeply 
At ſuch a miſery ; ſhe is not married? 

Val. Not yet. 

Cel. Nor n-ar it? 
al. When ſhe pleaſe. 

Cel. And pray, Sir, 

Does he deſerve her truly, that ſhe loves ſo? 

Val. His Love may merit much, his Perſon little, 
For there the Match lies mangled. 

Cel. Is he your Friend? | 

Val. He ſhould be, for he is near me. 

Cel. Will not he dye then, 

When th' other ſhall recover? 

Val. Ve have pos'd me. 5 

Cel. Methinks he ſhould go near it, if he love her; 
If ſhe love him. 

Val. She does, and would do equal. 

Cel. Tis a hard task you put me; yet for your ſake 
I will ſpeak to her, all the Art I have; 

My beſt Endeavours; all his Vouth and Perſon, 
His Mind more full of Beauty; all his Hopes; 
The Memory of ſuch a ſad Example, 
III ſpoken of, and never old; the Curſes 

Of loving Maids, and what may be alledg'd, 
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I'll lay before her: What's her Name? J am ready. 
Val. But will you deal effectually? 
cel. Moſt truly; 8 
Nav, were it my ſelf, at your Entreaty. 
Val. And could ye be fo pitiful? 
Cel. So duriful 
Becauſe you urge it, Sir. 
Val. It may be then 
It is your ſelf. R 
Cel. It is indeed, I know it, 
And now know how ye love me. 
Ful. O'my Deareſt, 
Let but your Goodneſs judge; your own part's Pity; 
Set but your Eyes on his Afflictions; 17 
He is mine, and ſo becomes your charge: But think 
What Ruin Nature ſuffers in this young Man, 
What loſs Humanity, and noble Manhood; 
Take to your better Judgment my declining, 
My Age hung full of Impotence, and Ills, 
My Body budding now no more: Seer Winter 
Hat h ſeal'd that Sap up, at the beſt and happieſt 
L can but be your Infant, you my Nurſe, 
And how unequa], Deareſt; where his Years, 
His Sweetneſs, and his ever Spring of Goodneſs, 
My Fortunes growing in him, and my ſelf too, 
Which makes bim all your old Love; miſconceive not, 
I ſay not this as weary of my Bondage, 
Or ready to infringe my Faith; bear witneſs, 
Thoſe Eyes that I adore ſtill, thoſe Lamps that light me, 
To all the Joy I have. 
Cel. You have ſaid enough, Sir, 
And more than cer I thought that Tongue could utter, 
But you are a Man, a falſe Man too. 
Val. Dear Cellide. LA 
Cel. And now, to ſhew you that I am a Woman 
Robb'd of her Reſt, and fool'd out of her Fondneſs, 
The Gentleman ſhal! live, and if he love me, | 
Ye ſhall be both my Triumphs; I will to him, 
And as you careleſly fling off your Fortune, 
And now grow weary of my eaſie winning, 
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So will I loſe the Name of Valentine, 
From henceforth all his Flatteries, and believe it, 
Since ye have ſo ſlightly parted with Affection, 
And that Affection you have pawn'd your Faith for; 
From this hour no Repentance, Vows, nor Prayers 
Shall pluck me back again; what I ſhall do, 
Yet I will undertake his Cure, expect it, 
Shall miniſter no Comfort, no Content 
To either of ye, but hourly more Vexations 
Val. Why, let him dye then. 
Cel. No, ſo much I have loved 
To be commanded by you, that even now, 
Even in my Harte, I will obey your Wiſhes. 
Val. What ſhall I do? 5 
Cel. Dye like a Fool unſorrow'd, 
A bankrupt Fool, that flings away his Treaſure 
I muſt begin my Cure. 
Val. And I my Croſſes. _ [ Exeunt: 


Enter Francis fick, Phyſicians, and an Apothecary. 


1 Phy. Lap on the Cataplaſm. 
8 'S Tp. Good Gentlemen, 
Good learned Gentlemen. 
2 Phy. And fee theſe Broths there, 
Ready within this Hour; pray keep your Arms in, 
The Air is raw, and miniſters much evil. 
Fran. Pray leave me; Ibeſeech ye leave me, Gentlemen, 
T have no other Sickneſs but your Preſence; 
Convey your Cataplaſms to thoſe that need 'em, 
Your Vomits, and your Clyſters. 
3 Phy. Pray be ruPd, Sir. 
1 Phy. Bring in the Lettice Cap; you muſt be ſhav'd, Sir, 
And then how ſuddenly we'll make you fleep ! | 
Fran. Till Dooms-day: What unneceſſary. Nothings 
Are theſe about a wounded Mind? TS 
Phy. How do ye? | 
| Fran. 
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Fran. What queſtions they propound too! how do you, 
lam glad to ſec you well. (Sir? 

3 Phy. A great Diſtemper, it grows hotter ſtill. 

1 Phy, Open your Mouth, I pray, Sir. 

Fren. And can you tell me 
How old I am then? there's my hand, pray ſhew me 
How many broken Shins within this two year. 
Who would be thus in Fetters? Good maſter Doctor, 
And you dear Doctor, and the third ſweet Doctor, 

And precious maſter Apothecary, I do pray ye 
To give me leave to live a little longer, 
d and before me like my Blacks. 
2 Phy. Tis dangerous, 
For now his Fancy turns too. 
Enter Cellide. 

Cel. By your leave, Gentlemen: 
And pray ye your leave a while too, I have ſomething 
Of ſecret to impart unto the Patient. | 

I Phy. With all our Hearts. 

3 Phy. Ay marry, ſuch a Phyſick 
May chance to find the Humour: Be not long, Lady, 
For we muſt miniſter within this half hour. [| Ex. PN. 

Cel. You ſhall not ſtay for me. 

Fran. Would you were all rotten, 

That ye might only intend one anothers Itches: 

Or would the Gentlemen with one conſent | 
Would drink ſmall Beer but ſeven Years, and aboliſh 
That Wild-fire of the Bloed, unſatiate Wenching, 

I hat your two Indies, Springs and Falls might fail ve; 
W hat Torments theſe intruders into Bodies. 

Cel. How do you, worthy Sir ? 

Fran. Bleſs me, what Beams 
Flew from theſe Angel Eyes! O what a miſe: y, 
What a moſt ſtudied Torment 'tis to me nos 
To be an honeſt Man! Dare ye fit by me? 

Cel. Yes, and do more than that roo: Comfort ye, 
[ ſee ye have need. 

_ Fran. You are a fair Phyſician : 
You bring no Bitterneſs gilt o'cr, to gulli us, 
No Danger in your looks, yet there my Death lies. 


Vor. III. Cel. 
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Cel. I would be forry, Sir, my Charit 


And my good wiſhes for your Health ſhould merit 
| So ſtubborn a Conſtruction: Will it pleaſe ye 
| To taſte a little of this Cordial. 
| | Enter Valentine. 

For this I think muſt cure ye. 
Fran. Of which, Lady? 

Sure ſhe has found my Grief: Why do you bluſh ſo? 
Cel. Do you not underſtand? of this, this Cordial. 
Val. O my afflicted Heart: She is gone for ever. 
Fran. What Heav'n have ye brought me, Lady? 
Cel. Do not wonder: 

For 'tis no Impudence, nor want of Honour 
Makes me do this: But Love to fave your Life, Sir, 
Your Life too excellent to loſe in wiſhes, 

Love, virtuous Love. | 
Fran. A virtuous Bleſſing crown ye, 

O goodly Sweet, can there be ſo much Charity, 
So noble a Compaſſion in that Heart 
That's fill'd up with another's fair Affections? 

Can Mercy drop from thoſe Eyes? 

Can Miracles be wrought upon a dead Man, 

When all the Power ye have, and perfect Object 

Lyes in another's light, and his deſerves it? 
Cel. Do not deſpair: Nor do not think too boldly, 
I dare abuſe my Promiſe, twas your Friend's, 
And ſo fait tyed, I thought no time could ruin: 
But ſo much has your Danger, and that Spell, 
The powerful Name of Friend, prevail'd above him 
To whom | ever owe Obedience, 
That here I am, by his command to cure ye, 
| Nay more for ever, by his full Reſignment, 
And willingly I ratifie it. 
Fran. Hold for Heav'n ſake, = 
Muſt my Friend's Miſery make me a Triumph? 
Bear I that noble Name, to be a Traitor? 
O virtuous Goodneſs, keep thy ſelf untainted: 
You have no Power to yield, nor he to render, 
Nor I to take: I am reſolv'd to die firſt. x 
ful. Ha! ſay'ſt thou ſo? Nay then thou ſhalt not periſh. 


Fran. 
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Fran. And though Ilove ye above the light ſhines on me, 
Beyond the Wealth of Kingdoms, free Content, | 
Sooner would ſnatch at ſuch a Bleſſing offer'd 
Than at my pardon'd Life by the Law forfeited, 
Yet, yet O noble Beauty, yet O Paradiſe, 
For you are all the wonder reveal'd of it, 

Yet is a Gratitude to be preſerv'd, | 

A worthy Gratitude to one moſt worthy 
The name, and nobleneſs of Friends. 

Cel. Pray tell me, 
If I bad never known that Gentleman, 
Would not you willingly embrace my Offer? 
Fran. Do you make a doubt? 
Cel. And can ye be unwilling, 
He being Old and Impotent? His aim too 
Levell'd at you, for your good? not conſtrain'd, 
But out of Cure, and Council? Alas, conſider, 
Play but the Woman with me, and conſider 
As he himſelf does, and I now dare ee it, 
Truly conſider, Sir, what Miſery 
Fran. For Virtue's ſake take heed. 
Cel. What loſs of Youth, 
What everlaſting Baniſhment from that 5 
Our Years do only cover to arrive at, 
Equal Affections, and ſnot together: 
What living Name can dead Age leave behind him, 
What art of Memory, but fruitleſs Doating? 
Fran. This cannot be. | 
Cel. To you, unleſs ye apply it 
With more and firmer Faith, and fo digeſt it; 
I ſpeak but of things poſſible, not done, 

Nor like to be; a Poſſet cures your ſickneſs, 

And yet I know ye grieve this; and howſoever 

The worthineſs of Friend may make ye ſtagger, 

Which is a fair thing in ye, yet my Patient, 
My gentle Patient, 1 would tain ſay more, 
If you would underſtand. 

Val. O cruel Woman. Moy 

Cel. Vet ſure your Sickneſs is not fo forgetful, 

Nor you ſo willing to be loſt. . 
— „ 0 Fran. 
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Fran. Pray ſtay there - 
Methinks you are not fair now; methinks more, 
That modeſt Virtue, Men deliver'd of you 
Shews but like Shadow to me, thin and fading. 
Val. Excellent Friend! 
Fran. Ve have no ſhare in Goodneſs; 
Ye are belyed ; you are not Cellide, 
The modeſt, immaculate: Who are ye? 
For I will know : What Devil, to do miſchief 
Unto my virtuous Friend, hath ſhifted ſhapes 
With that unblemiſh'd Beauty? 
Cel. Do not rave, Sir, 
Nor let the violence of Thoughts diſtract ye, 
You ſhall enjoy me; I am yours, I pity, 
By thole fair Eyes I do. 
Fran. O double hearted ! 
O Woman, perfect Woman! what diſtraction 
Was meant to Mankind when thou waſt made a Devil ? 
What an inviting Hell invented? rell me, 
And if you yet remember what is Goodneſs, 
Tell me by that, and Truth, can one fo cheriſh'd, 
So ſainted in the Soul of him, whoſe ſervice 
Is almoſt turn'd to Superſtition, 
Whoſe every day's endeavours and defires 
Offer theinſelves like Incenſe on your Altar, 
Whoſe Heart holds no Intelligence, but holy 
And moſt Religious with his Love; whoſe Life 
(And let it ever be remembred, Lady) 
Is drawn out only for your ends. 
Val. O miracle! 1 
Fran. Whoſe all, ar d every part of Man : Pray make me 
Like ready Pages wait upon your Pleaſures; 
W hoſe Breath is bur your bubble. Can ye, dare ye, 
Muſt ye caſt off this Man, though he were willing, 
Though in a noble neſs, to croſs my Dunger. 
His Friendſhip dutſt confirm it, without baſeneſs, 
Without the ſtain of Honour? Shall not People 
Say liberally hereaſter, there's the Lady 
That loſt her Father, Friend, her ſelf, her Faith too, 
To fon upon a Stranger, for ought you know 
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As faithleſs as your ſelf, in Love as fruitleſs. 3 
Val. Take her with all my Heart, thou art ſo honeſt 
That *tis moſt neceſſary I be undone. | Exit Val. 
Cel. With all my Soul poſleſs her. 
Till this Minute, | 
i ſcorn'd, and hated ye, and came to cozen ye: 
Utrer'd thoſe things might draw a wonder on me, 
To make ye mad. | 
Fran. Good Heav'n, what is this Woman? 
Cel. Nor did your Danger, but in Charity, 
Move me a whit z nor you appear unto me- 
More than a common Object: Vet now truly, 
Truly, and nobly 1 do love ye dearly, 
And from this hour ye are the Man | honour, 
You are the Man, the Excellence, the Honeſty, 
The only Friend, and 1 am glad your Sickneſs 
Fell ſo moſt happily at this time on ye, 
To make this Truth the World's. 
Fran. W hither do you drive me? 
Cel. Back to your Honeſty, make that good ever, 
"Tis like a ſtrong- built Caſtle, ſcared high, 
That draws on all Ambitions, {till repair it, 
Still fortifie it: There are thouſand Foes, 
Beſides the Tyrant Beauty, will aſſail it: 
Look to your Centinels that watch it hou ly, 
Your Eyes, let them not wander. 
Fran. 1s this ſerious? | 
Or does ſhe play fill with me? 
Cel. Keep your Ears, 
The two main Ports that may betray ye, ſtrongly 
From !ight belief firſt, chen from flatte: y, 
Eſpecially where Worran beats the parley : 
The body of your Strength. your noble Heart 
From cver yielding to diſhoneſt ends, 
Ridg'd round about with Virtuc, that no breaches, 
No fubtle Minds may me-t y-. | 
Fran. How like the Sun 
Labouring in his Echpfe, dark, and prodigious, 
She ſhew'd 'till now? When having won his way. 
How full of wonder he breaks out again, | 
©. And 
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And ſheds his virtuous Peams : Excellent Angel, 

For no leſs can that heav*nly Mind proclaim thee, 

Honour of all thy Sex, let it be lawful, 

And like a Pilgrim thus I kneel to beg it, 
Not with prophane Lips now, nor burnt Affections, 


But, reconcil'd to Faith, with holy Wiſhes, 
To kits that Virgin Hand. | 


Cel. Jake your deſire, Sir, 
And in a nobler way, for I dare truſt ye, 
No other Fruit my love mult ever yield ye, 
I tear no more: Yet your moſt conſtant Memory 
(So much | am wedded to that worthineſs) 
Shall ever be my Friend, Companion, Husband. 
Farewel, and fairly govern your Affections, 
Stand, and deceive me not: O noble young Man, 
] love thee with my Soul, but dare not ſay it: 
Once more farewel, and proſper. Exit. 
Fran. Goodneſs guide thee: | 
My wonder, like to fearful Shapes in Dreams, 
Has wakened me out of my fit of Folly, 
But not to ſhake it off: A ſpell dwells in me, 
A hidden Charm ſhort from this beauteous Woman, 
That Fate can ne'er avoid, nor Phyſick find, 
And by her counſel ſtrengthen'd : Only this 
Is all the help I have, 1 love fair Virtue. 
Well, ſomething I muſt do, to be a Friend, 
Yet I am poor, and tardy: Something for her too, 
Though I can never reach her Excellence, 
Yet but to give an offer at a Greatneſs. | 5 
Enter Valentine, Thomas, Hylas, and Sam. 
Val. Be not uncivil, Tom, and take your- pleaſure. 
Tho. Do you think I am mad? You'll give me leave 
To try her fairly? 
Val. Do your beſt. | 
Tho. Why there Boy, 
But where's the fick Man? 
Hyl. Where are the Gentle women 
That ſhould attend him? There's the Patient. 
Mulethinks theſe Women = 
 -» Tho, Thou think'ſt nothing elle. 
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Val. Goto him, Friend, and comfort him: I'll lead ye: 
O my beſt Joy, my worthicft Friend, pray pardon me, 
I am fo over-joy'd I want Exprethon: 

I may live to be thankful : Bid your Friends welcome. 
3 [Exit Val. 

Tho. How doſt thou, Frank? How doſt thou, Boy? bear 

What, ſhrink i*th' Sine ws for a little ſickneſs? (up Man: 


Deavolo morte, 
Han. I am o'th mending hand. (Man? 


Tho. How like a Flute thou ſpealꝰ ſt: o'th* mending hand 


Gogs bores, I am well, ſpeak like a Man of Worſhip. 
Fran. Thou art a mad Companion; never ſtaid, Tom® 
Tho. Let Rogues be tid that have no Habitation, 

A Gentleman may wander: Sit thee down, Frank, 

And ſee what I have brought thee: Come diſcovery 

Open the Scene, and let the work appear. 

A Friend, at need, you Rogue is worth a Million. 
Fran, W hat halt thou there, a Julip? 

Hyl. He muſt not touch it, 

Tis preſent Death. 

Tho. Ve are an Aſs, a twirepipe, 

A Jeffery John bo peepe, thou mimiſter, 

Thou mend a left-handed pack- ſaddle, out Puppy, 

My Friend Frank, but a very fooliſh Fello Wp: 

Do'ſt thou ſee that Bottle? view it well. 

Fran, I do, Tom. | : 
Tho. There be as many Lives in't, as a Cat carries, 

Tis everlaſting Liquor. a 
Fran. What? : 

Tho. Old Sack, Boy, 


Old reverend Sack, which for ought that I can read yet, 


Was that Philoſopher's Stone the wiſe King Prolomens 
Did all his Wonders by. : e 

Fran. I fee no harm, Tom, 
Dink with a Moderation. 

Tho. Drink with Sugar, 
Which I have ready here, and here a Glaſs, Boy, 
Take me without my Tools. 

Sam. Pray Sir be temperate, - 


You know your own State belt. 


FRET 
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Fran. Sir, I much thank ye, 

And ſhall be careful: Yet a Glaſs or two 3 

So fit 1 find my Body, and that ſo needfuu. Fak. 
Tho. Fill it, and leave your fooling: Thou ſay'ſt true, 
Hyl. Where are theſe Women, I ſay? 

Tho, Tis moſt neceſſary, 

Hang up your Julips and your Portugal Poſſets, 

Your Barley Broths, and Sorrel Sops, they are mangy, 

And breed the Scratches only: Give me Sack: 

I wonder where this Wench is tho“: Have at thee. 

Hl. So long, and yet no bolting ? 

Fran. Do, Fl pledge thee. TS (man 

Tho. Take it off thrice, and then cry heighlikea Huntſ- 

With a clear Heart, and no more Fits I warrant thee. 
The only Cordial, Frank. [ Phyſ. and Serv. within. 
1 Phyſ. Are the things ready? 
And is the Barber come? 
Serv. An hour ago, Sir. | 
1 Phyſ. Bring out the Oyls then. 
Fan. Now or never, Gentlemen, 
| Do me a kindneſs, and deliver me. 
| Thos From whom, Boy? 

Fran. From theſe things, that talk within there, 
Phyſicians, Tom, Phyſicians, Scowring-ſticks, 

They mean to read upon me. pe Ee | 
Enter three Phyſicians, Apothecary and Barber. 

Hyl. Let 'em enter. 

Tho. And be thou confident, we will deliver thee: 
For look ye Doctor, ſay the Devil were ſick now, 
His Horns ſaw'd off, and his Head bound with a Biggin, 
Sick of a Calenture, taken by a Surfeit ; ; 
Of ſtinking Souls at hs Nephews, and St. Dunſtan, 

What would you miniſter upon the ſudden? 
Your judgment ſhort ard ſound. 

1 Phy. A Fool's Hcad. 

Tho. No, Sir; 

It muſt be a Phyſician's fer three eauſes; 
The firſt becauſe it is a Bald-hcad, likely, 
Which will down eaſily without Applepap. 

3 Phy. A main caule. 
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Tbo. So it is, and well conſider'd. 
The ſecond, for tis fill'd with broken Greek, Sir, 
Which will ſo tumble in his Stomach, Doctor, 
And work upon the Crudities, conceive me, 
The Fears and the Fiddle- ſtrings within it, 
That thoſe damn'd Souls muſt diſembogue again. 
Hyl. Or meeting with the Stygian Humour. 
Tho. Right, Sir. 
Hy. Forc'd with a Cataplaſm of Crackers. 
Tho. Ever. 
Hyl. Scour all before him, like a Scavingcr. 
Tom. Satisfeciſti domine, my laſt Cauſe, 
My laſt is, and not leaſt, moſt learned Doctors, 
Becauſe in moſt Phyſicians Heads (I mean thoſe 
That are moſt excellent, and old withal, 
And angry, tho' a Patient ſay his Prayers, 
And Paracelſians that do trade with Poiſons, 
We have it by Tradition of great Writers) 
There is a kind of Toad-ſtone bred, whoſe Virtue, 
The Doctor being dry'd. 
1 Phy. We arc abus'd, Sirs. 
Hyl. I take it ſo, or ſhill be; for ſay the Belly-ake 
Caus'd by an Inundation of Peaſe-porridge, 
Are we tl erefore to open the Port Vein, 
Or the Port Eſquiline? 
Sam. A learned Queſtion: 
Or grant the Diaphragma by a Rupture, 
The Sign being then in the Head of Capricorn. 
Tho, Meet with the Paſſion Huperchondriaca, 
And fo cauſe a Carnoſity in the Kidneys. 
Muſt not the Brains, being butter'd with this Humour--- 
Anſwer me that. 
Sam. Moſt excellently argu'd. | 
2 Fby. The next Fit you will have, my moſt fine Scholar, 
Bedlim ſhall find a Salve for: Fare ye well, Sir, 
We came to do you good, but theſe young Doctors 
It ſeems have bor'd our Noſes. 
3 Phy. Drink hard, Gentlemen, 
And get unwholeſome Drabs: Tis ten to one then 
We ſhall hear further from ye, your Note alter d. 275 ; 


ho. 
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Tho. And wilt thou be gone, ſays one? 
Hyl. And wilt thou be gone, ſays tother ? 
Tho. Then take the odd Crown 
To mead thy old Gown. . 
Sam. And we'll be gone all together. 
Fran. My learned Tom. 
| Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir, the young Gentlewomen 
Sent meto ſee what Company ye had with ye, 
They much defire to viſit ye. 
Fran, Pray ye thank 'em, | 
And tell'em my molt Sicknels is their Abſence: 
Ye ſee my Company. | 
Tho. Come hither Crab, 
What Gentlewomen are theſe? my Miſtreſs ? 
Serv. Yes, Sir. 
Hyl. And who elſe ? 
Serv. Miſtreſs Alice. 
Hy. Oh! 
Tho. Hark ye Sirrah, 
No Word of my being here, unleſs ſhe know it. 
Serv. I do not think ſhe does. 
Tho. Take that, and mum then. | | 
Serv. You have ty'd my Tongue up. [ Exit. 
Tho. Sit you down good Francis, 
And not a Word of me till ye hear from me; 
And as you find my Humour, follow it : 
You two come hither, and ſtand cloſe, unſeen Boys, 
And do as I ſhall tutor ye. 
Fran. What, new Work? 
Tho. Prithee no more, but help me now. 
Fl. I would fain talk 
With the Gentlewomen. . 5 
Tuo. Talk with the Gentle women? 
Of what ſorſooth? Whoſe Maiden- head the laſt Mask 
Suffer'd [Impreſſion ? Or whoſe Clyſter wrought beſt? 
Take me as I ſhall tell thee. 
Hyl. To what end? 
What'other end came we along ? 
Sam. Be ruPd though. 


— 


Tho. 
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The. Your weaſel Face muſt needs be Ferreting 
About the Farthing-ale ; 8 


Do as J bid ye, 
_ Hyl. Come then. 

Tho. Stand cloſe and mark me. = 

Fran. All this forc'd Foolery will never do it. 

Enter Alice and Mary. 1 

Alice. I hope we bring ye Health, Sir: How is't with ye? 

Mary. You look far better, truſt me, the ircih Colour 
Creeps now again into his Cheeks. 

Alice. Your Enem 
I ſee has done his worſt. Come, we muſt have ye 
| Luſty again, and frolick Man; leave thinking. 

| Mary, Indeed it does ye harm, Sir. 
Fran. My beſt Viſitants, 
I ſhall be govern'd by ye. 
Alice. Vou ſhall be well then, 
And ſuddenly, and ſoundly well. 

Hary. This Air, Sir, 

Having now ſeaſon'd ye, will keep ye ever. 8 

Ibo. No, no, I have no hope; nor is it fit, Friends, 
My Life has been ſo lewd, my looſe Condition. 
W hich I repent too late, ſo lamentable, 
That any thing but Curſes light upon me, 
Exorbitant in all my ways, | 

Alice. Who's that, Sir, 

Another ſick Man? 

Mary. Sure I know that Voice well. 

Theo. in all my Courſes, careleſs Diſobedience. 

Fran, W hat a ſtrange Fellow's this ? 

' Tho. No counſel Friends, 
No look before I leapt. 

Alice. Do you know the Voice, Sir? 

Han. Yes, tis a Gentleman's that's much afflicted 
In's Mind: Great pity, Ladies. 8 

Alice. Now Heav'n help him. 1 

Fran. He came to me, to ask free Pardon of me, 
For ſome things done long ſince, which his Diſtemper 
Made to appear like Wrong, but 'twas not ſo. Mary: 
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| Mary. O that this could be Truth. 
[| Hl. Perſwade your (elf. 
ll | 15 To what end Gentlemen, when all is periſh'd 
Upon a Wrack, is there à Hope remaining? 
The Sea, that ne er knew Sorrow, may be pitiful, 
Credit's ſplit, and ſunk, nor is it poſſible, 
Were my Life lengthened out as long as 
Aery. 1 like this well. 
Sam. Your Mind is too miſtruſtful. 
Tho. I have a virtuous Siſter, but I ſcorn'd her, 
A Miſtreſs too, a noble Gentlewoman, 
For Goodneſs all out-going. 
= - Alice. Now I know him. (more. 
1 Tho. With theſe Eyes, Friends, my Eyes muſt never ſec 
Alice. This is for your ſake Mary: N heed Couſin, 
A Man is not ſo ſoon made. | 
Tho. O my Fortune 
But it is juſt, I be deſpis'd and hated. ( neſs 
Hyl. Deſpair not, *tis not manly : One Hour's Good- 


Strikes off an infinite of Ills. 
Alice. Weep truly 
And. with Compaſſion, Couſin. 
Frau. How exactly 
This cunning young Thief plays his Fart 
Mary, Well Tom, 
My Fom again, if this be Truth, 
Hyl. She weeps, Boy. | 
8 * Oh I ſhall die. | 
Mary. Now Heav'n defend. 
Sam. Thou haſt her. , 
Tho. Come lead me to my Friend to take his Farewel, 
And then what Fortune ſhall befall me, welcome. 
How does it ſhow ? | 
Hyl. O rarely well. 
Mary. Say you ſo, Sir? 
Tran. O ye grand Aſs. 
Mary. And are ye there, my Jugler ? 

Away, we are abus'd, Alice. ; 
Alice. Fool be with thee. Ex. Mary and Alice. 
The. Where is ſhe? 5 23 

| van. 
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Fran, Gone; ſhe Found you out, and finely, 
In your own Nooſe ſhe halter'dye: You n 
T'o know how Things ſhew'd; not content to fare we 
But you mult roar out Roaft-mear : Till that Suſpicion, 
You carry'd it moſt neatly, ſhe believ'd too, 
And wept moft tenderly; had you continu'd, 
Without doubt you had brought her off. 
Tho. This was thy Roguing, 
For thou wert ever whiſpering: Fic upon thee, 
Now could I break thy Head. 
Hyl. You ſpoke to me firſt. 
Tho. Do not anger me, 
For by this Hand I'll beat the Buzzard blind then. 
She ſhall nor ſcape me thus: Farewel for this time. 
Fran. Good-night, 'tisalmoſt Bed-time: Yet no Sleep 
Muſt enter theſe Eyes, till I work a Wonder. | Exzz. 
149. Thou ſhalt Is too, for I mean to plague thee 


For this Night's Sins, I will never leave walking of thee 
Til I have worn thee our. _ 


Hyl. Your Will be done, Sir. 

Tho. You will not leave me, Sam. 

Sam. Not I. 

Tho. Away then: I'll be your Guide now. If my Man be 
My ſpightful Dame, I'll pipe ye ſuch a Hunſup (truſty, 
Shall make ye dance a tipvaes. Keep cloſe to me. 1 


SCENE. 


Enter Sebaſtian and Dorothy. 
Seb. Never perſuade me, I will marry again, 
What ſhould I leave my State to, Pins and Feng. Ack 
To Farthingals, and Frownces? To Fore-horles, 


And an old Leather Bawdy-houſe behind em, 
To thee ? 


Dor. You have a Son, Sir. 
Seh. Where, what is he? 
Who is he like? 
Dor. Your ſelf. 
| Seb. Thou lyeſt, thou haſt es hin 7 -- 4 
Thou, and thy Prayer books: I do diſclaim him: ITN | 
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Did not I take him ſinging yeſterniglit 
A godly Ballad, to a godly Tune too, 
And had a Catechiſm in's Pocket, Damſel, 
One of your dear Diſciples, I perceive it? 
When did he ride abroad ſince he came over? 
What Tavern has he us d to? What Things done 
That ſhews a Man, and Mettle? When was my Houſe 
At ſuch a Shame before, to creep to Bed 
At ten a Clock, and twelve, for want of Company? 
No ſinging, nor no dancing, nor no drinking ? 
Thou think'ſt not of theſe Scandals; when, and where 
Has he but ſhew'd his Sword of late? . 
Dor. Deſpair not, 
I do beſeech you, Sir, nor tempt your Weakneſs, 
For if you like it ſo, I can aſſure you 
He is the fame Man ſtill. + 
Seb. Would thou wert Aſhes 
On that condition; but believe it, Goſſip, 
You {ſhall know you have wrong d. 
Dor. You never, Sir, | 
So well I know my Duty; and for Heav'n ſake, 
Take but this Counſel with ye e'cr you marry, 
You were woht to hear me: Take him, and confeſs him, 
Search him to the quick, and if you find him falſe, 
Do as you pleaſe; a Mother's Name I honour. 
Seb. He is loſt and ſpoil'd, I am reſolv'd my Roof 
Shall never harbour him; and for you Minion 
I'll keep you cloſe enough, leſt you break looſe, 
And do more Miſchief; get ye in. Who waits? | Ex. Dor. 
nat Enter Servant. e 
Serv. Do you call, Sir? 
Seb. Seek the Boy, and bid him wait 
My Pleaſure in the Morning: Mark what Houſe 
He is in, and what he does; and truly tell me. 
Serv. I will not fail, Sir. WY 
Seb. If ye do, I'll hang ye. 5 — [ Exeunt. 


= 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Euter Thomas, Hylas, and Sam. 

7h Keep you the Back- door there, and be ſute 
None of her Servants enter, or go out, 

If any Woman paſs, ſhe is lawful Prize, Boys, 
Cut off all Convoys. 

Hyl., Who ſhall anſwer this? We. 
Tho. Why, 1 ſhall anſwer it, you fearful Widgeon, 
I ſhall appear to th' Action. ww 

Hyl. May we diſcourſe too, 

On honourable Terms ? 

Tho. With any Gentlewoman C 
That ſhall appear at Window: Ye may rehearſe too 
By your Commiſſion ſafely, ſome ſweet Parcels 
Of Poetry to a Chamber-maid. | 

Hyl. May we ing too? 

For there's my Maſter- piece. 
Tho. By no means, no Boys, 
I am the Man reſerv'd for Air, 'tis my part, 
And if ſhe be not rock, my Voice ſhall reach her: 
Ye may record a little, or ye may whiſtle, 
As Time ſhall miniſter, but for main ſinging, 
Pray ye fatisfie your ſelyes: Away, be careful. 
Hyl. But hark ye, one word, Tom, we may be beaten. 


7050. That's as ye think good yourſelves: If you deſerve it, 
W hy 'tis the eaſieſt thing to compaſs: Beaten? (thee? 


What Bugbears dwell in thy Brains? Who ſhould beat 
Hyl. She has Men enough. 


Tho. Art not thou Man enough too ? - 
Thou haſt fleſh enough about thee: If all that Maſs 
Will not maintain a httle Spirit, hang it, 1 
And dry it too for Dogs meat: Get you gone; 

I have things of moment in my Mind: That Door, 
Eeep it as thou would'ſt keep thy Wife from a Servingman. 


No more I ſay: away, Sam. . 
Sam. At your will, Sir. [ Exeunt H 
Enter Launcelot, and Fidler. 


Laun. Thave him here, a rare Rogue, good ſyreet Maſter, 
Do ſomething of ſome ſavour ſuddenly, 


ylas and dam. 


ö That | 


. — . 
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That we may eat, and live: I am almoſt ſtarv'd, 
No point manieur, no point devein, no Signieur, 
Not by the virtue of my Languages, 

Nothing at my old Maſter's to be hoped for, 


O Signieur du, nothing to line my Life with, 


But cold Pycs with a Cudgel, till you help us. (ler 
Tho.Nothing but Famine frights thee: Come hither Fid- 


What Ballads are you ſcen in beſt? Be ſhort, Sir. 


Fid. Under your Maſterſhip's Corre&ion, 1 can ſing 
The Duke of Norfolk,. or the merry Ballad 
Of Diverus and Lazarus, the Roſe of England, 
In Geet when Dedimus firſt began, | 
Jonas his crying out againſt Coventry. 
Tho. Excellent, | 
Rare Matters all. 
Fid. Mawdlin the Merchant's Daughter, 
The Devil, and ye dainty Dames. ; 
Tho. Rare itil]. 5 
Fid. The landing of the Spaniards at Bom, , 
With the bloody Battel at Mile-end. 
Tho. All Excellent: 


No Tuning as ye love me; let thy Fiddle 


Speak Welch, or any thing that's out ofall Tune, 

The vilder ſtil] the better, like thy ſell, 

For I preſume thy Voice will make no Trees dance. 
Fid. Nay truly, ye ſball have it ev'n as homely. 
Tho. Keep ye to that key; are they all a- bed trow? 
Laun. I hear no ſtirring any where, no Light 

In any Window, tis a Night for the nonce, Sir. (ter, 
Tho. Come ſtrike up then: And ſay the Merchant's Daugh- 

Well bear the Burthen: Proceed to Inciſion, Fidler. 
1 | 1765 ie, ee 120 

Enter Servant, above. ag 


Serv. Who's there? What Noiſe is this? What Rogue 
At theſe Hour??? e bs * ; 
The. O what is that to you, my Fool? 
O what is that to you. | WO PIO Ig ea 
Pluck in your Face you bawling Aſs, 


1 


Or 1 will break your Brow. ee hey down, dumn, down. 
A new Ballad, 2 new, a NEW, 5 1 $45 3 6% 5438 D 1 
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Fil, The twelfth of April, on May Day, 
My Houſe and Goods were burnt away, &c. 
Maid [above.] Why who is this? 
Laun O Damſel dear, 
4 the Door, and it ſhall appear, 
pea the Door, 
of entle Squire, 
Ms id I'll 50 thee hang d firſt; farewel my Deat. 
*Tis MARE Thomas, there he ſtands. . 
. Enter Mary above. | 
Mary. "Tis ſtrange 
That nothing can redeem bim: Rail him hence; 
Or ſing him out in's own Way, any thing 
To be deliver'd of him. 
Maid. Then have at him: 
a» Man Thomas did me promiſe, 
would viſit me this Night. 
Tho. I an here Love, tell me dear Love, 
How I may obtain thy ſight. 88 
Maid. Come up to my Window Love, come, come, come; 
Come to my Window my Dear; 
The Wind nor the Rain ſhall "trouble thee again 
Bur thou ſbalt be lodged hero. 
Tho. And art thou ſtrong enough? 
Laun. Up, up, I warrant ye. | 
Mary. What do'ſt thou mean to do? 
Maid. Good Miſtreſs, Peace, 
Th warrant ye we'll cool him. Madge. 
Madge | above.) I am ready. 
Tho. The Love of Greece, and it tickled him fog 
That he deviſed a Way to go. 
Now ſing the Duke, of Northumberland. 
Fid. And climbing t6 ene, Ta 
He fell down {Os K @ OR | 
Madge, with a Devil's Vigar furl err 10 ff 
L — and he falls den. & of "me 
a F. rewel, Sir. 


Mary: What haſt thou done? chouaſtbrokeh Neck: 
Maid. Not hurt him, his Neck. 


He pitch'd upon his $ like a Cat. 
Vow III. wo Leg E e 
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That we may cat, and live: I am almoſt ſtarv'd, 

No point manieur, no point devein, no Siguieur, 

Not by the virtue of my Languages, 

Nothing at my old Maſter's to be hoped for, 

O Signieur du, nothing to line my Life with, 

But cold Pyes with a Cudgel, till you help us. (ler 
Tho.Nothing but Famine frights thee : Come hither Fid- 


What Ballads are you ſeen in beſt? Be ſhort, Sir. 


Fid. Under your Maſterſhip's Correction, 1 can ſing 
The Duke of Norfolk, or the merry Ballad 
Of Diverus and Lazarus, the Roſe of England, 
In Creet when Dedimus firſt began, 
Jonas his cry ing out againſt Coventry. 
Tho. Excellent, 
Rare Matters all. 
Fid. Mawdlin the Merchant's Daughter, 
The Devil, and ye dainty Dames. 
Tho. Rare til]. 
Fid. The landing of the Spaniards at Bow, , 
With the bloody Battel at Mile-end. 
Tho. All Excellent: 


No Tuning as ye love me; let thy Fiddle 


Speak Welch, or any thing that's out ofall Tune, 

The vilder {till the better, like thy ſelt, 

For I preſume thy Voice will make no Trees dance. 
Fid. Nay truly, ye ſball have it ev'n as homely. 
Tho. Keep ye to that key; are they all a-bed rrow ? 
Laun. I hear no ſtirring any where, no Light 

In any Window, 'tisa Night for the nonce, Sir. (ter, 
Tho.Come ſtrike up then: And ſay theMerchant'sDaugh- 


We'll bear the Burthen: Proceed to Inciſion, Fidler. 


SO N G. 
Enter Servant, above. ” 
Serv. Who's there? What Noiſe is this? What Rogue 
At theſe Hours? 6 3 
Tho. O what is that to you, my Fool? 
O what is that to you. 
Pluck in your Face you bawling Aſs, _ 


Or I will break your Brow. bey down, down, down, 


A new Ballad, a new, a new. 
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Hd. The twelfth of April, on May Day, 
My Houſe and Goods were burnt away, &c. 
Maid ¶ above.] Why who is this? 
Laun. O Damſel dear, 
Open the Door, and it ſhall appear, 
Open the Door, : | 
O gentle Squire, 3 : 
Maid I'll ſec thee hang'd firſt ; farewel my Deat. 
*Tis Maſter Thomas, there he ſtands. 
Enter Mary above. 
Mary. Tis ftrange _ : . 
That nothing can redeem bim: Rail him hence; 
Or ſing him out in's own Way, any thing 
To be deliver'd of him. 
Maid. Then have at him: 
4 Man Thomas did me promi ſe, 
Hie would viſit me this Night. 
Tho. I am here Love, tell me dear Love, 
How I may obtain thy ſight. 
Maid. Come up to my Window Love, come, come, come; 
Come to my Window my Dear; | 
The Wind nor the Rain ſhall trouble thee again, 
But thou ſhalt be lodged Here. 8 Ry 
Tho. And art thou ſtrong enough? 
' Laun. Up, up, I warrant ye. 
Mary. What do'ſt thou mean to do? 
Maid. Good Miſtreſs, Peace, 
TY warrant ye we'll cool him. Madge. 
Madge | above.) I am ready. . 
Tho. The Love of Greece, and it tickled him ſo, 
That he deviſed a Way to go. EE 
Now fing the Duke, of Northumberland. 
Fid. And climbing to Promotion, 
He fell down {00s : P ND 
Madge, with à Devil's Vigard roaring, offers 10 Lf 
l bins and he falls down. ac 
Maid. Farewel, Sir. | ; 0 
Mary: W hat haſt thou done? thou haſtbroke his Neck. 
** Not hurt him, | * 3 
e pitch'd upon his Legs like a alt. 
Vor. Ill.. . Tho. 
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Tho. O Woman! | 8 
O miſcrable Woman! I am ſpoil'd! 
My Leg, my Leg, my Leg, oh both my Legs! 
Mary. Itold thee what thou hadſt done, Miſchief go with 
Ibo. O 1 am lam'd for ever! O my Leg, (thee. 
Broken in twenty Places: O take heed, 
Take heed of Women, Fidler: Oh a Surgeon, 
A Surgeon, or I die: Oh my good People, 
No charitable People, all deſpightful, 
Oh what a Miſery am I in! Oh my Leg! 
' Laun. Be patient Sir, be patient: Let me bind it. 
Enter Samuel, and Hylas with his Head broken, 
Tho. Oh do not touch it, Rogue. | 
Hyl. My Head, my Head, 
Oh my Head's kill'd. 
Sam. You muſt be courting Wenches 
Thro' Key-holes, Captain Hylas, come and be comforted, 
The Skin is ſcarce broke. 3 
Tho. O my Leg. Sam. How do ye, Sir? 
Tho. Oh maim'd for ever with a Fall, he's ſpoil'd too, 
1 ſee his Brains, | 
Hyl. Away with me for God's fake, 
A Surgeon. | 
Sam. Here's a Night indeed. "OY 
Hyl. A Surgeon. [Ex all but Fidler. 
Enter Mary and Seruant below. E” 
Mary. Go run for Help. | 
Tho. Oh! he - 
Mary. Run all, and all too little, 
O curſed Beaft that hurt him, run, run, flye, 
He will be dead elſe. bh | 
„ 
Mary. Good Friend go you too. 
-  #Fid. Who pays me for my Muſick? | 
Mary. Pox o your Mulick,: 
There's twelve Pence for ye. | 
Fid. There's two Groats again Forſooth, j 
I never take above, and reſt ye merry. (Ex. 
| Mar. A greaſe Pot gild your Fidd le- ſtrings : How do you, 
JJC "mY 
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Tom. Why well J thank ye, ſweet Heart, 
Shall we walk in, for now there's none to trouble us? 
Mary. Are ye lo crafty, Sir? I ſhall meet with ye, 
I knew your Trick, and I was willing: My Tom, 


Mine own Tom, now to ſatisfie thee, welcome, welcome, 


Welcome my beſt Friend to me, all my Deareſt. | 
Im. Now ye are my noble Miſtreſs; we loſe time, Sweet. 
Mary. I think they are all gone. 

Tom. All, ye did wiſely. 

Mary. And you as craftily. 

Tom. We are well mer, Miſtreſs. £2 
Mary. Come, let's go in then lovingly : O my Karg, Tum. 

J loft it thercabour, find it, and wear it | | 

As your poor Miſtreſs Favour. | Exit, 
Tom. J am made now, 


I fee no Venture is in no hand: I have it. 
How now? The Door lock'd, and ſhe in before? 
Am I fo trim'd ? 341 EY 
Mary. One parting Word, ſweet: Thomas 
Tho! to fave your Credit, I diſcharg'd your Fidler, 
I muſt not ſatisſie your Folly too, Sir: 
are ſubtle, but believe it Fox, Pll find ye, 
The Surgeons will be here ſtraight, roar again Boy, 
And break thy Legs for ſhame, thou wilt be ſport elſe: 
Good Night. . | 
Tom. She ſays moſt true, I muſt not ſtay: ſhe has bob'd me, 
W hich if I live I'll recompence, and ſhortly. 
Now for a Ballad to bring me off again. 
All young Men be warn'd by me, how you do go a woring ; 
Seek not to climb, for fear ye fall, thereby comes your Un- 
doing, &c. [Exeunt. 


3 


5 Enter Valentine, Alice, and Servant. 
Val. i * cannot go and take no fare wel of me, 
Can he be ſo unkind? He's but retir'd 
Into the Garden or the Orchard; See. i 1 
| | Ee 2 Alice, 


A & 


1452 M onſieur Thomas. . 


Alice, He would not ride there certain, thoſe were 
Only for Walks, I take it. (planted 


Val. Ride? Nay then: Had he a Horſe out? 
Serv. So the Groom delivers, 


. Somewhat before tHe Break of Day. 
Val. He's gone, 


My beſt Friend's gone, Alice: I bw loſt the nobleſt, 

The trueſt, and the moſt Man I cer found yet. 
Alice. Indeed Sir, he deſerves all Praiſe. 

Val. All Siſter, 

All, all, and all too little: O that Honeſty, 

That Ermine Honeſty, unſpotted 8 

That perfect Goodneſs. 
Alice. Sure he will return, Sir, 

He cannot be ſo harſh. 
Val. O never, never, 


Never return, thou know'ſt not where the Cauſe Iyes: 
Alice. He was the worthieſt welcome. 
Val. He deſerv'd it. 


Alice. Nor wanted; to our Knowledge. 
Val. I will tell thee, 


Within this hour, things that ſhall . 1 thee. 
- He never muſt return. 
| g Euter Michael. 
Mich. Good morrow, Signieur. 
Val. Good morrow, Maſter Michael. 
Mich. My gaod Neighbour, 
Methinks you are ſtirring early ſince your Travel, 
Vou have learnt the rule of Health, Sir; where's your Mi. 
She keeps her warm, I warrant ye, i Bed yet? n 
Val. i think ſhe does. 
. "= *Tis not her hour of waking. 
Mich. Did you lye with her, * 
Alice. Not to Night, Sir, 
Nor any Night this Week elſe. 
Micb. When laſt ſaw ye her? 
= Alice, Late yeſternight. 
1 Mich. Was. ſne bed then? 
11 Alice. No Sir, 


1 left her at her Projers Why Fa ye ask me? 


Mich. 
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Mich. 1 have been ſtrangely haunted with a Dean 
All this long Night, and after many wakings, | 
The fame Beet ſtill; methought I met young Cellide 
Juſt at St. Katherine, Gate the Nunnery. 

Val. Ha? 

Mich. Her Face ſlubber'd o'er with Tears and Troubles, 
Methought ſhe cry d unto. the Lady Abbes, 

Fot Charity receive me holy Waman, 

A Maid that has forgot the World's Affections, 
Into thy Virgin Order: Methought ſhe took her, 
Put on a Stole, and ſacred Robe upon her, 
And there I left her. Val. Dream? 

Mich. Good Miſtreſs Alice, | 

Do me the Favour (yet to fatisfle me ) 
To ſtep but up, and fee. 
Alice. 1 know ſhe's there, Sir, 
And all this but a Dream. 
Mich. You know not my Dreams, 
They are unhappy ones, and often Truths, 
But this I hope, yet. Alice. I will ſatisfie ye. [ Exit. 
Mich, Neighbour, how does the Gentleman? 

Val. 1 know not: | 
Dream of a Nunnery ? 

Mich. How found ye my Words | 
About the Nature of his Sickneſs, Valentine? 

Val. Did ſhe not cry out, twas my Folly too 
That forc'd her to this Nunnery? Did ſhe not curſe me? 
For God fake ſpeak: Did you not dream of me too, 
How baſely, poorly, tamely, like a F ool, 5 
Tir 'd with his Joys? 

Mich. Alas poor Gentleman, E 
Ve promis'd me, Sir, to bear all theſe Croſſes. WD 

Val. I bear em *till 1 break again, INE ANN 

Mich. But nobly, IO DU. 
Truly to weigh. RY ee TOVL 

Val. Good Neighbour, no more lofi WT 3D 
Ye do but fling Flax on my Fire: Where i is Wed. 

Enter flirt: 45 . 5 

Alice. Not yonder Sify nor. Nas not Xt they N ;ght certain. 
Been i in her Bed. eee nal 7 | 

ANN. Ft Ec 3 ; | Mich. 
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And now I'!! ſhew ye why I came: This Morning 


—— — — 
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Mich. It muſt be Truth ſhe tells ye, 


A Man of mine being employed about Buſineſs 
Came carly home, whoat St. Kasherine's Nunnery, 
About Day peep, told me he met your Miſtreſs, 
And as I poke ir in a Dream, fo troubled, 

And fo received by the Abbeſs, did he ſee ber; zj 
The Wonder made me riſe, and hate unto ye 
To know the Cauſe. 


Val. Farewel, I cannot ſpeak it. [Ex Val. 
Alice. For Hear n ſake leave him not. 

Mich. Iwill not, Lady , 

Alice. Alas, he's ck afflicted, (Care 


Mich. We ſhall know ſhortly more; apply your own 
At home good Alice, and truſt him to my Counſel 
N 5 do not weep, all thall be well, deſpair not. [Exe, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Sebaſtian, and a. Servant. 
Seb. At Valentine's Houſe ſo merry? 
Serv. As a Pye, Sir. 
Seb. So Gameſom doſt thou ſay? 
Serv. I am ure I heard it. 
Seb. Ballads, and Fiddles too? 
Serv. No, but one Fiddle; 
Bur Fwenty Noiſes. 
Enter Launcelot. 
Seb. Did he do Deviſes? 
Serv. Thebeſt Deviſes, Sir: here's my! Fellow e 
He can inform ye all: He was among em, 


A mad Thing too: I ſtood but in a Corner. 


Seb. Come Sir, what can you ſay? ? Is there any Hope yet 
Your Maſter may return ? 
Laun. He went far elſe, 
IL will aſſure your Worſhip on my Credit 
By the Faith of a Traveller, and a Gentleman, 
' Your Son is found again, the Son, the Tom. 
Seb. Is he the old Tom ? © | | 
Laun. The old Tom. 
Seb. Go forward. . 
„ Laun. 
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Lau n. Next, to conſider how he is the old Tons. 

Seb. Handle me that. 

Lann. I would ye had ſeen it handled 
Laſt Night, Sir, as we handled it: Cap a fee, 
Footra Br leers, and learings; O the Noiſe, 
The Noiſe we made. 

Seb. Good, good. 

Laun. The Windows clattering, 
And all the Chambermaids in ſuch a W hobub, _ 
One with her Smock half off, another in haſte * 
With a Serving-man's Hoſe upon her Head. 

Seb. Good ſtill. | 

. Lann. A Fellow railing out of a Loop-hole there, 

And his Mouth ſtopt with Dirt. 
Seb. I' faith a fine Boy. 

Laun. Here one of our Heads broke. 

Seb. Excellent good ſtill. 

Laun. The Gentleman himſelf, young Mr. Thomas, 
Inviron'd with his furious Myrmidons 
The fiery Fidler, and my felt ; now Singing, 
Now beating at the Door, there parlying, 
Courting at that Window, at the other ſcaling, 
And all theſe ſeveral Noiſes totwo Trenchers, (mirable. 
Strung with a bottom of brown Thread, which ſhow'd ad- 

Seb. There cat, and grow again, I am pleas'd. 

Laun. Not here, Sir, | 
Gave-we the Frolick over: Though at length 
We quit the Lady's Skonce on Gompoſition 5 
But to the ſilent Streets we turn'd our Furies: 
A ſleeping Watchman here we ſtole the Shooes from, 
There made a Noile, at which he wakes,” and fog!lws 2 
The Streets are dirty, takes a Queen-hith Cold, 
Hard Cheeſe and that choaks him o' Aouday next: 
Windows and Signs we ſent to Frebus ; | 
A crue of bawling Curs we entertain'd laſt, 
W hen having let the Pigs looſe in Out-Pariſhes, 
O the brave cry we made as high as Aldgate ! 
Down comes a Conſtable, and the Sow his Siſtef 
Moſt traiterouſly tramples upon Authority, | 
There a whole ſtand of rug Gowns routed manly, 
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And the King's Peace put to flight: Apurblind Pig here 


Runs me his Head into the Admirab]e Lanthorn, 
Out goes the Light, and all turns to Confuſion : 
A Potter riſes, to enquire this Paſſion, | 
A Boar imboſt takes Sanctuary in his Shop, 
When twenty Dogs ruth after, we {till cheering, 
Down go the Pots, and Pipkins, down the Pudding-pans, 
The Cream-bolls cry Revenge here, there the Candle- 
Seb. If this be true, thou little tiney Page, (ſticks. 
This Tale that thou tell'ſt me, 
Then on thy Back will I preſently hang 
A handſom new Livery : 
Bur if this be falſe, thou little tiney Page, 
As falſe it well may be, 
Then with a Cudgel of four Foot long 
Pl beat thee from Head 0 Toe. 
FE, Enter Servant. 
Seb. Will the Boy come ? 
Serv. He will, Sir. 
1 Enrer Thomas. ä 
Seb. Time tries all then. | 2; 
 Laun. Here he comes now himſelf, Sir. 
Seb. To be ſhort Thomas, 
Becauſe I feel a Scruple in my Conſcience 
Concerning thy Demeanour, and a main one, 
And therefore like a Father would be ſatisfy'd, 
Get up to that Window there, and preſently 
Like a moſt compleat Gentleman, come from Tripoly 
Tho. Good Lord Sir, how are you miſ-led: What Fancies 
( Fitter for idle Boys, and Drunkards, let me ſpeak't, 
And with a little Wonder I beſecch you) 
Choak up your noble. Judgment? 
Seb. You Rogue, Launcelot, +. 


You lying Raſcal. 


Laun. Will ye ſpoil all again, Sir? 
Why, what a Devil do you mean? 

Tho. Away Knave, | | 
Ye keep a Company of ſaucy Fellows, 
Debolſh'd, and daily Drunkards, to devour ye, 


'Things, 


Things; whoſedull Souls tend tothe Celler only, 
Ye are ill advis'd Sir, to commit your Credit. 
Seb. Sirrah, Sirrah. | 


Laun. Let me never eat again, Sir, 


Nor feel the bleſſing of another Bluc-coat, 


If this young Gertleman, ſweet Maſter Thomas, 

Benot as mad as Heart can with : Your Heart, Sir, 

If yeſternights Diſcourſe : Speak fellow Robin, 

And if thou ſpcakeſt leſs than Truth. 

Tho. *Tis ſtrange theſe Varlets. 
Serv. By theſe ten Bones Sir, if theſe Eyes and Ears 

Can hear and ſee. | ; 

Tho.. Extreamly ſtrange, ſhould thus boldly 

Bud in your ſight, unto your Son. 

Laun. O den guin | 

Can ye deny, ye beat a Conſtable 
Laſt Night? 
Tho. I touch Authority, ye Raſcal ? 

I violate the Law ? 1 
Laun. Good Maſter Thomas. (too, 
Serv. Did you not take two Wenches from the Watch 

And put 'em into Pudding-lane * 

Laun. We mean not 
Thoſe civil Things you did at Mr. Yalenting's, 
The Fiddle, and the fa las. 

Tho. O ſtrange Impudence! , 

I do beſeech you Sir, give no ſuch Licence 

To Knaves and Drunkards, to abuſe your Son thus: 

Be Wiſe in time, and turn em off: We live, Sir, 

In a State govern'd civilly, and ſoberly, 

W here each Man's Actions ſhould confirm the Law, 

Not crack, and cancel it. 5 
Seb. Launcelot du Lake, | 

Get you upon Adventures: Caſt your Coat, 

And make your Exit. 

| Laun. Pur Famour de dieu. | 

Seb. Pur me no furs : But fur at that Door, out Sirrah, 

I'll beat ye Purblind e'ſe, out ye eight Languages. | 
Laun. My Blood upon your Head. [Exit Laun. 
Tho. Purge me em all, Sir. TD 
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And ſome Things done like me: Ve are now another: 


I give no brooding Mony for a Scrivener, 


5 And J will break my Back, but I will get one. 
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Seb. And you too preſently. 
Tom. Even as you pleaſe, Sir. -4/< (ter, 
Seb. Bid my Maid Servant come, and bring my Daugh- 
{ will have one ſhall pleaſe me. [ Exit Servant. 
Tom. "Tis molt fit, Sir. SY a 
Seb. Bring me the Mony there: Here Mr. Thomas. 
Enter two Servants with two Bags. 


I pray fit down, ye are no more my Son now, 
Good Gentleman be cover'd, N 


Tom. At your Pleaſure. | 
Seb. This Mony Ido give ye, becauſe of whilom 
You have been thought my Son, and by my {elf too, 


There is two hundred Pound, a civil Sum 

For a young civil Man: Much Land and Lordſhip . » 

Will, as I take it now, but prove Temptation 

To dread ye from your ſettled and ſweet Carriage. 
Tom. You fay righr, Sir. 
Seb. Nay I beſeech ye cover. 
Tom. At your diſpoſe : And I beſeech ye too, Sir, 

For the Word civil, and more ſettled Courſe, 

It may be put to Uſe, that on the Intereſt, 

Like a poor Gentleman. 

Seb. It ſhall, to my uſe, 


To mine again: Do you ſee Sir: Good fine Gentleman, 


Mine is for preſent Traffick, and ſo Vl uſe it. 
Tom. So much for that then. . $ 
| Enter Dorothy, and four Maids. 6 
Seb. For the main Cauſe, Monſieur, 

I {ent to treat with you about, behold it; 

Behold that piece of ſtory Work, and view it. 

1 want a right Heir to inherit me, 

Not my Eſtate alone, but my Conditions, 

From which you are revolted, therefore dead, 


Tom. Will you chuſe there, Sir ? 
Seb. There, among thoſe Damſels, _ 
In mine own Tribe: I know their Qualities, * 
Which cannot fail to pleaſe me: For their Beauties 0 
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A Matter of a three Farthings makes all perfect, 

A little Beer, and Beef-Broth: They are ſound too. 
Stand all a-breaſt : Now gentle Mr. Thomas,, 

Before I chuſe, you having liv'd = with me, 

And happily ſometimes with ſome of theſe too, 
Which Fault I never frown'd upon; pray ſhew me 
For fear we confound our Gencalogies ) | 

W hich have you laid Aboard? Speak your Mind freely, 
Have you had Copulation with that Damſel? 

Tom. I have. EF 

Seb. Stand you aſide then: How with her, Sir? 

Tom. How, is not ſeemly here to ſay. 

Dor. Here's fine Sport. 

Seb. Retire you too: Speak forward, Mr. Thomas. 

Tum. J will, and to the Purpoſe ; even with all, Sir. 

Seb. With all? That's ſomewhat large. 

Dor. And yet you like it. 

Was ever Sin fo glorious ? 

Seb, With all, Thomas £ 

Tom. All ſurely, Sir. 

Seb. A ſign thou art mine own yet, 5 

In again all: And to your ſeveral Functions. | Exe. Maid. 
W hat ſay you to young Luce, my Neighbour's Daughter, 
She was too young, I take it, when you travelld; 
Some twelve Years old ? 1 

Tom. Her Will was fifteen, Sir. 

Seb. A pretty Anſwer, to cut off long Diſcourſe, 

For I have many yer to ask ye of, | 
Where I can chuſe, and nobly; hold up your Finger 
When ye are right: What ſay ye to Valeria 

Whoſe Husband lies a dying now? Why two, 

And in that Form ? LE & 

Tom. Her Husband is recover'd. 

Seb. A witty Moral: Have at ye once more, Thomas, 
The Siſters of St. Albans, all five; dat Boy, | 
Dat's mine own Boy. 

' Dor. Now out upon thee, Monſter. 

Tom. Still hoping of your Pardon. 

Seb, There needs none, Man: 


A ſtraw on Pardon: Prithce need no Pardon: 


+0 


| You may recover me, there's twenty Pound, Sir, 


And drink away thy Dowry to a Penny. 


Come, you muſt. help me preſently. d | 


Come, thou ſhalt help me, take heed how you vex me, 
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I'll ask no more, nor think no more of Marriage, 


For o' my Conſcience I ſhall be thy Cuckold; 
There's ſome Good yet left in him: Bear your ſelf well, 


I fee ſome Sparkles which may flame again, 
You may eat with me when you pleaſe, you know me. 
| Exit Seb. 
Dor. Why do you lye ſo damnably, ſo fooliſhly ? - 
_ Thy, Do'it thou long to have thy Head broke? Hold thy 
And do as I would have thee, or by this Hand (peace 
PII kill thy Parrat, hang up thy ſmall hand, 


Dor. Was ever ſuch a wild Aſs? 
Tho. Prithee be quiet. ({rouſly, 
Dor. And do'ſt thou think Men will not beat thee mon- 
For abuſing their Wives and Children ? h 
Io. And do'ſt thou think _ 5 
Mens Wives and Children can be abus'd too much? 
Dor, I: wonder at thee. | 
Tho. Nay, thou ſhalt adjure me 
Before I have done. | 
Dor. How ſtand ye with your Miſtreſs ? 
Tho,” I ſhall ſtand nearer 
Eer I be twelve Hours older: There's my Buſineſs, 
She 15 monſtrous ſubtle, Dol. 3 
Dol. The Devil, I think, 
Cannot out- ſubtle thee. + 
Tho. If he play fair play. 


Dor. I diſcard ye. 

Tom. Thou ſhalt not ſleep nor eat. 

Dor, T'll no hand with ye, 
No Bawd to your Abuſes. 

Tho, By this Light, Dol. 8 1419 
Nothing but in the way of Honeſty. _ n 

Dor. Thou never knew'ſt that Road: I hear your Vigils. 

Tho, Sweet honey, Dol, if I do not marry her, 
Honeſtly marry her, if I mean not honourably, 


7 


II help thee to a Husband too, a fine Gentleman, 
12 N ' 5 f 1 
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I know thou art mad, a tall young Man, a brown Man, 
I ſwear he has his Maidenhead, a rich Man. 


Dor. You may come in to Dinner, and I'll anſwer 


Tho. Nay I'll go with thee Dol: Four hundred a Yar 
Wench. Exeunt 


SCENE II. 


Enter Michael and Valentine. 
Mich. Good Sir go back again, and take my Counſel, 


Sores are not cur'd by Sorrows, nor Time broke from us, 
Pull'd back again by Sighs. 


Val. What ſhould I do, Friend? 
Mich. Do that that may redeem ye, go back quickly 


Sebaſtian's Daughter can prevail much with her, 
The Abbeſs is her Aunt too. 


Val. But my Friend then, 


W hoſe Love and Loſs is equal yd. 


Mich. Content ye, 
That ſhall be my Task if he be alive, * 
Or where my Travel and my Care may reach him, 
I'll bring him back again. 

Val. Say he come back _ 
To picce his poor Friend's Life ot) And my Miſtreſs 
Be vow'd for ever a Recluſe? 

Mich. So ſuddenly 


She cannot, haſte ye therefore inſtantly away, » Sir, 


To put that Danger by; firſt, as to a Father, 


Then as a Friend ſhe- was eee to ye, 
And all the Care ſhe now has: By which Privilege 
She cannot do her this Violence, 
But you may break it, and the Law allows ye. 
Val. O but 1 forc'd her to it. 
Mich. Leave diſputing 


Againſt your ſelf, if you will 3 be Miſerable 


Spight of her Goodneſs, and your Friend's Perſwaſions | 
Think on, and thrive hercafter. 


Val. I vill Home then, 
And follow your Advice ; and good, eu Michael. 
Mich. No . I know your Soul's divided, Valentine, 
Cute but that Part at home with peedy Marriage | 


5 


er 


1462 Monſi eur Thomas. 


E'er my return, for then thoſe Thou hts that 

While there ran any Stream for looſe Affection a 
Will be ſtopt up, and chaſt-ey'd 2 guide er, 
Away, and hope the beſt ſtill : I'll work for ye, 


And pray too heartily, away, no more Words. [ Exe. 


8E NE IV; 


| Enter Hylas and Samuel. 


Hy J. I care not for my broken Head, 
Bur 1 it ſhould be his Plot, and a Wench too, 
A louzy, lazy Wench prepar'd to do it. 
Sam. T hou hadſt as Wei quiet, for o' my Conſcience 
He'll put another on thee elſe. 
Hyl. I am refolv'd 
To call him to account; was it not manifeſt 
He meant a Miſchief to me, and laugh'd at me, 
When he lay roaring out, his Leg was broken, 
And no ſuch matter : Had he broke his Neck, 
Indeed twould ne' er have griev'd me; Gallows gall him. 
Why ſhould he chuſe out me? 
Sam. Thou art ever read 
To thruſt thy (elf into theſe ſhe Occaſions, 
And he as full of Knavery to accept it. 
yl. Well, if I live, PI have a new Trick for him. 
Sam. That will not be amiſs, but to fight with him 
Is to no Pürpofe; beſides, he's truly Valiant, 
And a moſt dea adly Hand; thou never fought'ſt yet, 
Nor o' my Conſcience haſt no faith in yy 
Hyl. No, no, I will not fight. 
| Fa Beſides the Quarrel, 
Which has a Woman in't to make it ſcurvy, | 
Who would lye ſtinking in a Surgeon's Hands, 
A Month or two this Weather? For believe it, 
He never hurts under a Quarter's healing. 
Hl. No, upon better Thought, | will not Fight, Sam, 
But watch my Time. 
Sam. To pay him with a project; 
Watch him too, I would with ye; prithee tell me, 
: Doſs thou affect theſe Women ful? TY 
Ny Fh. 
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Hyl. Yes, *faith, Sam, 
1 love 'em ev'n as well as Cer 1 did, 
Nay, if my Brains were beaten out, I muſt to em. 
5 Doſt thou love any Woman? 
yl. Any Woman 
Of what degree or calling. 
Sam. Of any Age too? 
Hyl. Of any Age, from fourſcore 1 to fourteen, Boy, 
Of any Faſhion. 
Sam. And Detect too ? 
Hyl. Right, 
For thoſe I love to lead me to Repentance ; 
A Woman with no Noſe, after my ſurquedry, 
Shews like King Philip's Moral, Mamento mori; 
And ſhe that has a wooden Leg, demonſtrates 
Like Hypocrites, we halt before the Gallows 
An old one with one Tooth, ſeems to fay to us, 


Sweet Meats have ſour Sauce; 3 ſhe that's full of Aches, 


_ © Crum not your Bread before you taſte your Porridge, 
And many Morals we may -find. 
Sam. Tis well, Sir, 
Ye make ſo worthy Uſes ; but quid igitur, 
W hart ſhall we now determine? 
Hyl. Let's conſider 
An 3 or two how I may fit this Fellow. 
Sam. Let's find him firft, he'll quickly give Occaſion, 
But take heed to your ſelf, and ſay I warn' d ye; 
He has a plaguy Pate. 


Hyl. That at my dan ger. [ Exe. 


* 


E V. 


Miſ ck. Enter Sailors ſinging, Michael and Francis. 
Sail. Aboard, aboard, the Wind ſtands fair. 

Mich.” Theſe call for Paſſengers, | [ll ay and ſee 
What Men they take Aboard. «0 
Fran. A Boat, a Boat, a Boat. 
Sail. Away then. 

Fran. Whither are ye bound, Friends? 

Sail. Down to the Streights. 


Mich. Ha! Tis not much unlike him. 
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Fran. May I have Paſſage for my Mony? 
Sail. And Welcome too. 
Mich. Tis he, I know tis he now. 
Fran. Then merrily aboard; and noble Friend, 
Heav'ns Goodneſs keep thee ever, and all Virtue 
Dwell in thy Boſom; Cellide, my laſt Tears 
leave behind me thus, a Sacrifice, 
For 1 dare ſtay no longer to betray ye. 

Mich. Be not ſo quick, Sir; Sailors I here charge ye, 
By vertue of this Warrant, as you will anſwer it, 
For both your Ship and Merchant I _—_— aa, 
Lay hold upon this Fellow. 

Ban. Fellow? 

Mich. Ay, Sir. 

Sail. No hand to Sword, Sir, we ſhall maſter ye, 
Fetch out the Manacles. 

Fan. I do obey ye; 
But I beſeech you, Sir, inform me truly 


How I am guilty. 1 
Mich. You have robb'd a Gentleman, Y 
One that you are bound to for your Life and Being; 5 


Mony and Horſe unjuſtly ye took from him, man. 
And ſomething of more Note, but for y' are a Gentle- 
Fran. It ſhall be fo, and here I'll end all Miſeries, 
Since Friendſhip is ſo Cruel, I contels it, 
and which is more, a a of theſe Robberies : 
This Ring I ſtole too from him, and this Jewel, 
The firſt and laſt of all my Wealth; forgive me 
My Innocence and Truth, for Caying I ſtole 'em, YH 
And may they prove of Value but to recompence 1 
The thouſandth Part of his Love, and Bread Ihave eaten; 7 
Pray ſee em render d noble Sir, and ſo 7 
I yield me to your Power. _ © One : 
Mich. Guard him to th' Water, = 
I oharge you, Sailors, there I will receive him, | 
And back convey him to a Juſtice. | 5 4 
Sail. Come, Sir, | 6 
Look to your Neck, you are like to Sail i'th* Air now. 
LEreum. YH 


1 SCENE 
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S ENR . 


a Enter Thomas, Dorothy and Maid. 
Tho. Come quickly, quickly, paint me handſomely, 
Take heed my Noſe be not in Grain too; 
Come Doll, Doll, diſen me. 
Dor. If you ſhould play now 
Your Devils parts again. 
Tho. Yea and nay, Dorothy. RE = 
Dor. If ye do any thing, but that ye have ſworn to, 
W hich only 1s accels. 
Tho. As 1 am a Gentleman 
Out with this Hair, Doll, handſomely. 
Dor. You have your Breeches ? (rickliſh, 
Tho. 1 prithee away, thou know'ſt I. am monſtrous 
What, doſt thou think I love to blaſt my Buttocks? 


Dor. I'll plague ye for this Roguery; for | know well 
What ye intend, Sir.. 


Tho. On with my Muffler. 
Dor. Ye area ſweet Lady; come, let's ſee you Courteſie; 
Wat, broke 1'th* Bum? Hold up your Head. . 
Tho. Plague on't, | | | 
I ſhall bepiſs my Breeches if I cowr thus, 
Come, I am ready. | | | 
Maid. At all Points as like, Sir, 
As if you were my Miſtreſs. 
Dor. Who goes with ye? 
Tho. None but my Fortune, and my ſelf. ¶ Exit Tho, 
Dor. Bleſs ye: 1 
Now run for thy Life, and get before him, ay” 1 
Take the By-way, and tell my Couſin Mary OR | 
In what Shape he intends to come to cozen her; | 
I'll follow ar thy Heels my ſelf, fly Wench. | 
Maid. I'll do it. [ Exit: | 
Enter Sebaſtian aud Thomas. Þ Shs + i 
Dor. My Father has met him; this goes excellent, ö 
And I'll away in time; look to your Skin, Thomas. ¶ Exit. | 


— 


* 
* 


Seb. What, are you grown ſo Corn fed, Goody Gillian, 
You will not know your Father ? What Vagarics 
Have yeu in hand? What out-leaps, dirty Heels, 

| 1 
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That at theſe Hours of Night ye muſt be padding, 
And through the Orchard take your private Paſſage ? 


(- W har 5 is the breeze in your Breech? Or has your Brother 
| Appointed you an Hour of Meditation 


How to demean bimſelf? Get ye to Bed, Drab, 
Or I'll ſo crab your Shoulders; ye demure Slut, 
Ye civil Dith of ſliced Beef, get ye in. 
Tho. I wi not, that I wi' not. 
Sb. Is't ev'n ſo, Dame? 
Have at ye with a Night Spell then. 
IT bo. Pray hold, Sir. . 
Seb. St. George, St. George, our Lady's Knight, 
He wall s by Day, ſo does he by Night, 
And when he had her found, 
He her beat, and her bound, 
Until to him her Troth'ſhe plight, 
She would not ſtir from him that Night. 
8 Tho, Then have at ye with a Counter Spell, 5 
4 Ftom Elves, Hobs, and Fayries, that trouble our Dayries, 
From Fire-Drakes and Fiends, and ſuch as the Devil ſends, 
Detend us good Heav'n. 5 (Exit. 
19 Enter Launcelot. | 
Laun. Bleſs me Maſter ; look up, Sir, I beſeech ye, 
: Up with your Eyes to Heav'n. 
| Seb. Up with your Noſe, Sir, OY 
I do not bleed, *rwas.a ſound Knock ſhe gave me, 
: A plaguy mankind Girl, how my Brains totter ? 


Well. go thy ways, thou haſt got one thouſand Pound more 
With this Dog trick, 


Mine own true Spirit in her too. 
Lau. In her? Alas, Si. 5 
Alas poor Gentlewoman, ſhe a Hand ſo heavy, 

To knock ye like a Calf down, or ſo brave a Courage 
To beat her Father? If you could believe, Sir. (Devil! 
FSeb. Who would'ſt thou make me believe it was. tbe 

Zain, One that ſpits Fire as faſt as he ſometimes, Sir, 
And chinges Shapes as often; your Son Thomas; 
Never wonder, if it be not he, ſtraight hang me. 

, * Jeb, Fe? If it be ſo. | Oe 
!! put thee in my Will, and there's an end on't. 
5 2 EG Laun. 


2 
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Lam. I ſaw his Legs, h'as Boots on lic a Player, 
Under his Wench's Cloaths, tis he, tis Thomas 
In his own Siſter's Cloaths, Sir, and I can waſt him. 
Seb. No more Words then, we'll watch him, thou'lt not 
How heartily glad I am. | (believe Launce, 
Laun. May ye be gladder, 
But not this . 2 
Seb. No more Words, but watch him. Exeunt. 


n 


Enter Mary, Dorothy, and Maid. 
Mary. When comes he? 
Dor. Preſently. 
Mary. Then get you up, Doll, 
Away, I'l] ſtraight come to you: Is all ready? 
Maid. All. Ps | 
Mary. Let the Light ſtand far enough. 
Maid. Tis placed ſo. | | 
Mary. Stay you to entertain him to his Chamber, 
But keep cloſe, Wench, he flyes at all. | 
Maid. I warrant ye. 


Mary. You need no more Inſtruction? 
Maid. I am perfect. 5 [ Exeunt. 


& CENCE. VB. 


Enter Valentine and Thomas. 
Tho.More ſtops yet? Sure the Fiend's my ghoſtly Father. 
Old Valentine; what Wind's in his Poop ? | 
„„ at ena 
You are met mofi/happily ; O gentle Doll, 


9 


You muſt now db me an eſpecial Favour. 


Tho. What is it, maſter Valentine? lam ſorely troubled 


With a ſalt Rheum fall'n i' my Gums. 

Fal. [I'll tell ye, . 
And let it move you equally; my bleſt Miſtreſs, 
Upon a light Occaſion taking Anger, 
Took alſo (to undo me) your Aunt's Nunnery, 
From whence by my perſwaſion to redeem her 
Will be impoflible : Nor have I Liberty 

To come and viſit her; my good, good Dorothy, 


2 You 


. 


1 
| 
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You are moſt powerful with her, and your Aunt too, 

And have acceſs at all Hours liberally, 

Speak now or never for me. 

Tho. In a Nunnery ? 

. That courſe muſt not be ſuffered, Maſter Valentine, 

Her Mother never knew it; rare Sport for me, 

Sport upon Sport, by th' break of Day l'll meet ye, 

And fear not, Man, we'll have her out I warrant ye, 

I cannot ſtay now. 
Val, You will not break ? 
Tho. By no means. 

Good Night. 8 : 
Vel. Good Night kind Miſtreſs Doll. Exit. 
Tho. This thrives well, ; 

Every one takes me for my Siſter, excellent ; 

This Nunnery's fall'n ſo pat too, to my Figure, 

Where there be handſome Wenches, and they (hall know 

If once ] creep in, e er they get me out again; (it 

Stay, here's the Houſe, and one of her Maids. 

4 FE Enter Maid. N 
Maid. Who's there? | 

O Miſtreſs Dorothy! You are a ſtranger. 

Tho. Still Miſtreſs Dorothy? This geer will cotton. 
Maid. Will you walk in, Forſooth? | 
Tho. Where is your Miſtreſs ? 
Maid. Not very well; ſhe's gone to Bed, I am glad 

You are come ſo fit to comfort her. | 
Tho. Yes, I'll comfort her. . 
Maid. Pray make not much Noiſe, for ſhe is ſure aſleep, 

You know your ſide, creep ſoftly in, your Company 

Will warm her well. | 

Tho. I warrant thee Þll warm her. (low. 
. Maid Your Brother has been here, the ſtrangeſt Fel- 
Tho. 4 very Rogue, a rank Rogue, 
Maid.” ll conduit ze Siem 
Even to her Chamber-door, and there commit ye. Exec. 


SCENE 
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Enter Michael, Francis and Officers. 
Micb. Come Sir, for this Night I ſhall entertain ye, 
And like a Gentleman, how &er your Fortune 
Hath caſt ye on the worſt part. 
Fran. How you pleaſe, Sir, 
I am reſolv'd, nor can a Joy or Miſery 
Much move me now. . 
Mich. Tam angry with my ſelf now 
For putting this forc'd way upon his Patience, 
Yer any other Courſe had been too ſlender : 
Yet what to think I know not, for moſt liberally 
Hc hath confeſs'd ſtrange Wrongs, which if they prove ſo, 
How e'er the others long Love may forget all, 
Yet *twas moſt fit he ſhould come back, and this way. 
Drink that; and now to my care leave your Priſoger, 
I'Il be his Guard for this Night. 
Ofi. Good Night to your Worſhip. (hope 


Mich. Gocd Bb 5 my honeſt Friends; come, vir, 1 


There ſhall be no ſuch Cauſe of ſuch a Sadneſs 
As you put on. 
Fran. Faith, Sir, my reſt is up, 
And what I now pull ſhall no more afflict me 
Than if I play'd at ſpan-counter, nor is my Face 
The Map of any thing I ſeem to ſuffer, 
Lighter Afſections ſeldom dwell in me, Sir. | 
Mich. A conſtant Gentleman; would I had take 
A Feaver when I took this harſh way to diſturh him. 
Come, walk with me, Sir, e'er to Morrow Night 
doubt not but to ſee all this blown over. [Exeunt. 


ACTV. SCENE LL. 


Enter Hylas. 


Hl. 1 Have dog'd his Siſter, ſure *twas ſhe, (too; 


And I hope ſhe will come back again this Night 


Sam I have loſt of Purpoſe ; now if 1 can 
With ail the Art I have, as ſhe comes back, 
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But win a parley for my broken Pate, 
Off goes her Maiden-head, and there's vindicta. 
They ſtir about the Houſe, PII ſtand at diſtance. [ Exit. 


Ever Mary and Dorothy, and then Thomas and Maid. 
Dor. Is he come in? 


Mary. Speak ſoftly, 
He is, and there he goes. 


Tho. Good Night, good Night, Wench. 


| A Bed diſcovered with a Black-moor in it. 
Maid. As foftly as you can. Exit. 


Tho. I'll play the Mouſe, Nan, 
How cloſe the little Thief lies! 
Mary. How he itches? 


Dor. What would you give now to be there, and 1 
At home, Mall? 


Mary. Peace for ſhame. 

* Tho. In what a Figure 
The little Fool has pull'd it ſelf together! 
Anon you will lye ſtraizhter ; 
Ha! There's rare Circumſtance 
Belongs to ſuch a Treatiſe; do ye tumble? 
PI tumble with ye ſtraight, Wench : She ſleeps ſoundly, 
Full little think'ſt thou of thy Joy that's coming, 
The ſweet, ſweet Joy, full little of the Kiſſes, 
But thoſe unthought of Things come ever happieſt. 
How ſoft the Rogue feels! G ye little Villain, 
Ye delicate coy Thief, how I ſhall thrum ye? 


| Your fy away, good Servant, as you arc a Gentleman. 
Mary. Prithee leave Laughing. 
Tho. Out upen ye, Thomas, 
What do you mean to do? I'll call the Houſe up. 
O God, I am ſure ye will not, ſhall not ſerve ye, 
For up ye go now and ye were my Father. 
Maid. Your Courage will be cool'd anon. 
Tho. If it do I'll hang for't, 


Vet I'll be quartered here firſt. 
pick O fierce Villain.“ 


Mary. What would he do indeed, Doll? 
Dor. You had beſt try him. 


The. FIl kifs thee e'er! come to Bed, ſweet Mary: 
Mary. 
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Mary. Prithee leave Laughing. 

Dor. O for gentle Nicholas. 

Tho. And view that ſtormy Face that has ſo thundred me, 
. A coldneſs crept over't now? By your leave, Candle, 
And next Door by yours too; fo, a pretty, pretty, 

Shall I now look upon ye? By this Light it moves me. 

Mary. Much good may it do you, Sir. | 

Tho. Holy Saints deſend me, 

The Devil, Devil, Devil, O the Devil. 1 
Mary. Dor. Ha, ha, ha, ha, the Devil, O the Devil. 
Tho. I am abus'd moſt damnedly, molt beaſtly, 

Vet if it be a ſhe- Devil; but the Houſe is up, 
And here's no ſtaying longer in th s Caſſock. 
Woman, I here Ciſchim these; and in Vengeance 
Il marry with that Devil, but Vil vex thee. 
Mary. By r Lady, but you ſhall not, Sir, I'll watch ye. 
Ibo. Pl; gue o' your Spaniſn Leather hide: I'll waken ye; 
Devi good Night: Good Night, good Devil. 
Moor. Ohl! | „ 
Tho. Roar again, Devil, roar again. [Exit Tho. 
A O .. | | 
Mary. Open the Doors before him; let him vaniſh : 
Now, let him come again, I'll ule him kinder. 
How now Wench ? 22 
Moor. Pray lye here your ſelf next, Miſtreſs, 
And entertain your Sweet-heart. 
Mary. What ſaid he to thee? _ 
Moor. 1 had a ſoft Bed, and I flept out all 
But his kind Farewel : Ye may bake me now, 
For o' my Conſcience, he has made me Veniſon. 
Mary. Alas poor Kate; Ell give ther anew Petticoat. 


Dor. And I a Waſtecoat, Wench. 
Mary. Draw in the Bed, Maids, © 

And ſce it made again: put freſh Shects on too, 
For Doll and 1; come Wench, let Liugh an Hour now. 
To Morrow, early, will we ſee young Cellide, 
They ſay the has taken a Sanctuary; Love and they 
Are thick ſown, but come up fo full of Thiſtles. 

Dor. They mult needs, Mall, for tis a pricking Age 
Prithee to Bed, for J am monſtrous Sleepy. | grown, 
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Mary. A Match, but art not thou thy Brother ? 
Dor. I would were, Wench, | 


You ſhould hear further. 


Mary. Come, no more of that, Doll. [ Exeunt. 


SC. NE I 
Entgr Hylas and Thomas. 
Hl. J heard the Doors clap; now, and't be thy Will, 
Weach. 

By th' Maſs ſhe comes; you are ſurely met fair Gentlewo- 

I take it, Miſtreſs Doll, Sebaſtian's Daughter. (man, 
Tho. I take right, Sir; Hylas, are you ferretting? 

I'll fit you with a Penny-worth preſently. (ed? 
Hyl. How dare you walk ſo late, Sweet, ſo weak guard- 
Tho. Faith Sir, I do no harm, nor none I look for, 

Yet I am glad I have met ſo good a Gentleman, 


| Againſt all Chances; for though I never knew ye, 
| Yet I have heard much Good ſpoke of ye. 


Hyl. Hark ye, 


What if a Man ſhould kiſs ye? 


: 


Tho, That's no harm, Sir; 


Pray God he ſcapes my Beard, there lies the miſchief. 


Hl. Her Lips are monſtrous rugged, but that ſurely 
Is but the ſharpneſs of the Weather; hark ye once once 
And in your Ear, ſweet Miſtreſs, for ye areſo, (more, 
And ever ſhall be from this Hour: I have vow'd it. 

& Enter Sebaſtian and Launcelot. 

Seb. Why, that's my Daughter, Rogue, doſt thou not ſee 


Kiſſing that Fellow there, there in that Corner? (her 


Laun, Kiſſing? 
Seb. Now, now, now they agree o'th' Match too. 
Tho. Nay then you love me nxot. 
Hyl. By this white Hand, Doll. OT ; 
Tho. I muſt confeſs, I have long deſir'd your ſight, Sir. 
Laun. Why, there's the Boots ſtill, Sir. | 
Seb, Hang Boots, Sir, 

Why, they'll wear Breeches too. 
Tho. Diſhoneſt me? 

Not for the World. 


Seb. Why, now they kiſs again, there 
Tknew 't was ſhe, and that her crafty ſtealing Out 
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Out the back Way muſt needs have ſuch a meaning. 
Laun. I am at my ſmall Wits ends. | 
Tho. If ye mean honourably. | 
Laun. Did ſhe ne'er beat ye before, Sir ? 
Seb. Why doſt thou follow me? 
Thou Raſcal, Slave, haſt thou not twice abus'd me? 
Haſt thou not ſpoil'd the Boy? By thine own Covenant, 
Wouldſt thou not now be hang d ? 


Laun. I think I would, Sir, 


But you are ſo impatient; does not this ſhew, Sir, 


(I do beſeech ye ſpeak, and ſpeak with Judgment, 
And let the caſe be equally conſider d ) 

Far braver in your Daughter ? In a Son now, 
Tis nothing, of no Mark; every Man does it, 


But to beget a Daughter, a Man Maiden, 


That reaches at theſe high Exploits, is admirable; 
Nay, ſhe goes far beyond him; for when durſt he, 
But when he was drunk, do any thing to ſpeak of ? 
This ts Sebaſtian truly. | 
Seb. Thou ſayeſt right, Launce, 
And there's my Hand once more. 
Tho. Not without Marriage. 
Seb. Didſt thou hear that? 
Laun. I think ſhe ſpoke of Marriage. 
Seb. And he ſhall marry her, for it ſeems ſhe likes him, 
And their firſt Boy ſhall be my Heir. 
Laun. Ay, marry, 
Now ye go right to work. 
Tho. Fie, fie, Sir, Eg 


Now I have promis'd ye this Night to marry, 


Would ye be fo intemperate? Are ye a G ntſeman? 
Hyl. | have no Maw to Marriage, yet this Raſcal 


Tempts me extreamly: Will ye marry preſently? 


Tho. Get you afore, and ſtay me at the Chapel, 


Cloſe by the Nunnery, there you ſhall find a Night- Prieſt, 


Little Sir Hugh, and he can ſay the Matrimony 


Over without Book, for we muſt have no Company, 


Nor light, for fear my Father know, which muſt not yet be; 
And then to Morrow Night. 


Hyl. Nothing to Night, Sweet? 
| Thus. 
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Tho. No, not a bit, I am ſent of Buſineſs, 
About my Dowry, Sweet, do not ſpoil all now, 
. *F'is of much haſte: I can i ſcarce ſtay the Marriage, 
Ka if you love me, get you gone. 
Hl. You'll follow? 
Tho. Within this Hour, * ſweet Chick. 
Hyl. Kiſs. 
Tho. A Rope kiſs ye, 
Come, come, I ſtand o' Thorns. 
Hl. Methinks her Mouth till 
Is monſtrous rough, but they have ways to mend it : 
F arewel, 
Tho. Farewel, III fit ye with a Wife, Sir. 
Seb. Come, Glock cloſe, I'll ſee the End ſhe aims at, 
And if he be a handſome Fellow, Launcelot, 
Fiat, tis done, and all my State is ſetled. Exeunt. 


SCENE III 


Enter Abbeſs, Cellide and Nuns. 


4 64 Abbe ſs. Come to your Mattins, Maids - theſe earlyHours, 
My gentle Daughter, will diſturb a while 
Your fair Eyes, nurtur'd in Eaſe: 

Cel. No, virtuous Mother, 
"Tis for my holy Health, to purchaſe which, 
They ſhall forget the Child of Eaſe, ſoft Slumbers. 
O my afflicted Heart, how thou art tortur'd! 
And Love, how like a Tyrant thou reign ' ſt in me, 
Commanding and forbidding at one inſtant; 
Why. came I hither, that defire to have 
Only all Liberty to make me Happy? (tine, 
Why did'ſt thou bring that young Man home, O Valen- 
That virtuous Youth ? Why did'ſt thou ſpeak his Good- 
In ſuch a Phraſe, as if all Tongues, all Praiſes (nels 
Were made for him? O fond and ignorant! , 
Why did'ft thou foſter my Affection 
'Till ir grew up to know no other Father, 
And then betray it? ; 

_— Can ye Sing 
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Gl. Yes, Mother, 


My Sorrows only. . 
Abbeſs. Be gone, and to the Quire thin: [Exeunt. 
[ Muſick, finging. 

V 


Enter Michael and Servant, and Francis. 
Mich. Haſt thou enquir'd him out? 
Serv. He's not at home, Sir, 
His Siſter thinks he's gone to th' Nunnery. 4 
Mich. Moſt likely; 3 Pllaway. An Hour hence, Sirrah, 


Come you along with this young Gentleman, 
Do him all Service, and für Office 


Serv. Yes, Sir. Ene 
SCENE V. 


Enter Hylas and Sam. 
Sam. Where haſt thou been, Man? 
l. Is there ne er a Shop open? 
Il give thee a pair of Gloves, Sam. 
Sam. What's the Matter? 
Hyl. What doſt thou think ? 
Sa. Thou art not married? 
Hyl. By th' Maſs but I am, all to be ry 

I am i'th' order now, Sam. 

Sam. To whom, prithee? - (me, 

I thought there was ſome ſuch Trick in't, you ſtole from 

Bur who, for Heav'ns ſake ? 
Hyl. Ev'n the ſweeteſt Woman, 

The rareſt Woman, Samuel, and the luſtieſt, 

But wondrous honeſt, done as the Ice, Boy, 

Not a bit before hand, for my Life, Sirrab, 

And of a luſty Kindred. 
Sam. But Fw Hylas ? (ag gain, 
Hyl. The young Gentleman and I are like to be Friends 

The Fates will have it ſo. 

Sam. Who, Monſieur Thomas ? 
Hy]. All Wrongs forgot. 
Sam. O now I imell.ye, Hylas | 

"Does he know of it? 
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Hyl. No, there's the Trick I owe him ; 
Ts done, Boy, we are faſt faith, my Youth now 
Shall know | am aforehand, for his Qualities. 
Sam. Is there no Trick in't? 
Hyl. None, but up and ride, Boy: 6 
I have made no Jointure neither, there I have paid him. 
Sam. She's a brave Wench. 
Hyl. She ſhall be as I'll uſe her, 
And if ſhe anger me, all his Abuſes 
Pl] clap upon her Caſſock. 
Sam. Take heed, Hylas. 
Hyl. Tis paſt that, dam; come, I muſt meet her preſently, 
And now ſhaltſee mea molt glorious Husband. Exe. 


8 CEN E VI. 
Enter Dorothy, Mary, and Valentine. 


Dor. In Troth, Sir, you never ſpoke to me. 
Val. Can ye forget me? | 


Did not you promiſe all your help and cunning 


5 In my behalf, but for one Hour to ſee her, 


Did you not ſwear it? By this Hand, no ſtrictneſs 
Nor rule this Houſe holds, ſhall by me be broken. 
Dor. 1 ſaw ye not theſe two Days. WE 

Yal. Do not wrong me, | 
met ye, by my Life, juſt as you entred 
This gentle Lady's Lodge, laſt Night, thus ſuited 
About eleven a Clock. 
Dor. *Tis true, I was there, 
But that I ſaw or ſpoke to you. 
Mar. I have found it, 
Your Brother Thomas, Doll. 
Dor. Pray Sir, be ſatisfi'd, 
And wherein I can do you good, command me. 
W hat a mad Fool is this? Stay here a while, Sir, 
Whilſt we walk in, and make your Peace. [ Exit, 


Enter Abbeſs. 
Val. 1 thank ye. Squeak within. . 


. Abbeſs, W hy, what's the matter there among theſe 
Now benedicite, have ye got the Breeze there? (Maids? 
Give me my holy ſprinkle. . 5 . 
"a OY nter 
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Enter two Nuns. 
I Nun. O Madam, there's a ſtrange thing 60 
Like Miſtreſs Dorothy, I think the Fiend (woman, 
Crept into th* Nunnery we know not winch way, 
Plays revel rout among us. 
Abbeſe. Give me my holy Water- pot. 
1 Nun. Here, Madam. 
Abbeſs. Spirit of Earth or Air, I do conjure thee, 
Of Water, or of Fire. [ Soueak within. 
1 Nun, Hark Madam, hark. 
Abbeſs. Be thou Ghoſt that cannot reſt, 
Or a Shadow of the Bleſt, 
Be thou black, or white, or green, 
Be thou heard, or to be ſeen, 
Enter Thomas and Cellide. 
2 Nun. It comes, it comes. 
Cel. W hat are ye? ſpeak, ſpeak gently, 
And next, what would ye with me? 
Tho. Any thing you'll let me. 
Cel. You are no Woman certain. 
Tho. Nor you no Nun, nor ſhall not be. 
Cel. What make ye here? 
Tho. I am a holy Friar. 
Abbeſs. Is this the Spirit? 
Tho. Nothing but Spirit, Aunt. 
 Abbeſs. Now out upon thee. 
Tho. Peace, or I'll conjure too, Aunt. 
Abbeſs. Why come you thus? 
| Tho, That's all one, Ls my purpoſe : 
Out with this Nun, ſhe is too handſome for ye, 
III tell thee, Aunt, and I ſpeak it with Tears to thee, 


If thou keep'ſt her here, as yet I hope thou art wiſer, 
Mark but = i Miſchief follows. 


- Abbeſs. She is a Votreſs. | 
Tho. Let her be what ſhe will, ſhe will undo 4 
Let her but one hour out, as I direct ye, 
Or have among your Nuns again. 
Abbeſs. You have no Project 
But fair and honeſt? 
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Tho. As thine Eyes, {ſweet Abbe. | 
Abbeſs. I will be rul'd then. 


Tho. Thus then and perſwade her, 


But do not Juggle with me, if ye do Aunt. 
Abbeſs. J muſt be there my ſelf. 


Tho. Away and fit her, | (ver. 


Abbeſs. Come Daughter, youmuſt now be rul'd, or ne- 
Cel. 1 muſt obey your Will. 


| Abbeſs. That's my good Daughter. [Exeunt. 
NN VII. 


Enter Dorothy and Mary. 
Mary. What a coyl has this Fellow kept i' th Nunnery, 


Sure he has run the Abbeſs out of her Wits. (her, 
Dor. Out of the Nunnery Ithink, for we can neither ſee 


Nor the young Cellide. > | 
Mary. Pray Heav'ns he be not teaſing. (ſtructures. 
Dor. Nay you may thank your ſelf, / 'twas your own 

Enter Hylas and Sam. = 
Sam. Why there's the Gentlewoman. 
Hyl. Mas tis the indeed; 3 

How ſmart the pretty Thief looks? Morrow Miſtreſs. 

Dor. Good Morrow to you, Sir. 

Sam. How ſtrange ſhe bears it? 

Hyl. Maids muſt do ſo, at firſt. 

Dor. Would ye ought withus, Gentlemen ? 


. . Hyl. Yes, marry would I, 
A little with your Ladyſhip. 


Dor. Your Will, Sir. 
Hyl. Doll, I would have ye preſently prepare your ſelf, 
And thoſe Things you would have with you, 
For my Houſe 1s ready. 
Dor. How, Sir? 


Hyl. And this Night not to fail, you muſt come to me, 


MyFriends will all be there too: For Trunks, and thoſe 


Things, 5 7 » | 
And Houſhold- ſtuff, and Cloaths you would have carried, 
To Morrow, or the next Day, Tll take Order; 


Only what Mony ye have, bring away with ye, 


And Jewels. | 
Dor. Jewels, Sir? N Al. 
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Hyl. Ay, for Adornment, RT: 
There's a Bed up, to play the Game in, Dorothy: 
And now come kiſs me heartily. 

Dor. Who are you? 

Hyl. This Lady ſhall be welcome too. 

Mary. To what, Sir? 

Hyl. Your Neighbour can reſolve ye. 

Dor. The Man's fooliſh, 

Sir, you look ſoberly: Who is this Fellow, 
And where's his Buſineſs ? 
Sam. By Heav'n thou art abus'd ſtill: 


3 


Hl. It may be ſo: Come, ye. may ſpeak now boldly, 
There's none but Friends, Wench. 
Dor. Came ye out of B:dlam ? 
Alas, tis ill, Sir, that ye ſuffer him 
To walk in th'open Air thus: T will undo him. 
A pretty handſome Gentleman: Great pity. 
Sam. Let me not live more if thou be'ſt not cozen'd. 
Hyl. Are not you my Wife? Did not I marry you laſt 
At St. Michael's Chappel? | (Night 
Dor. Did not I ſay he was mad? 1 
Hyl. Are not you Miſtreſs Dorothy, Thomas's Siſter? 
Mary. There he ſpeaks Senſe, but I'll aſſure ye, Gentle- 
I think no Wife of yours: At what Hour was it? 
Hy. S pretious; you'll make me mad ; did not the Prieſt, 
Sir Hugh, that you appointed, about twelve a Clock 
Tye our Hands faſt ? Did not you ſwear you lov'd me? 
Did not I Court ye, coming from this Gentlewoman's ? 
Mary. Good Sir, go Sleep: For if I credit have, 
She was in my Arms then, a-Bed. p 
Sam. I told ye. 1 
Hyl. Be not ſo confident. 
Dor. By th' Maſs, ſhe muſt, Sir; 
For I'll no Husband here, before I know him: 
And ſo good Morrow to ye : Come, let's go ſeck 'em. 
Sam. | told ye what ye had done. 105 
wall Is the Devil ſtirring ? | 
c 


Il, go with me; for now I will be married. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


(man, 


Val. O he's a worthy young Man. 
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Sen NE Vi. 
Enter Michael, Valentine, and Alice. 


Mich. 1 have brought him back again. 
Val. You have done a Friendſhip, 
Worthy the Love you bear me. 
. Mich. Would he had ſo too. 
Mich. When all's try'd, | | 
I fear you'll change your Faith: Bring inthe Gentleman. 
Enter Francis, Servant, Abbeſs, and Cellide, fronellf 
Fal. My happy Miſtreſs too! now Fortune help me, 
And all you Stars that govern chaſte Deſires 


Shine fair, and lovely. 


' Abbeſs. But one hour, dear Daughter, 
To hear your Guardian, what he can deliver 


In Love's Defence, and his; and then your Pleaſure. 


Cel, Tho? much unwilling, you have made me yield, 


More for his ſake I ſee: How full of Sorrow, 


Sweet catching Sorrow, he appears? O Love, 
That thou but knew'ſt to heal, as well as hurt us. 
Mich. Be rul'd by me: Iſee her Eye faſt on him: 
And what ye heard, believe, for tis ſo certain 
He neither dar'd, nor muſt oppoſe my Evidence; 
And be you wiſe, young Lady, and believe too. 
This Man you love, Sir? 
Val. As1 love my Soul, Sir. 
Mich. This Man you put into a free Poſſeſſion. 
Of what his Wants could ask, or yourſelf render? 
Val. And ſhall do ſtill. | 
Mich. Nothing was barr'd his Liberty 
But this fair Maid; that Friendſhip firſt was broken, 


And you, and ſhe abus'd; next, (to my Sorrow * 
So fair a Form ſhould hide ſo dark Intentions) 


He hath himſelf confeſs'd (my Purpoſe being 

Only to ſtop his Journey, by that Policy 

Of layingFelony to his charge, to fri ght theSailors) 

Divers Abuſes done, Thefts often practis'd, 

Monies and Jewels too, and thoſe no Trifles. ; 
| | Cel. 


| 
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Gell. O where have I beſtow'd my Faith! in neither! 
Let's in for ever now, there is Virtue. | 
Mich. Nay do not wonder at it, he ſhall ſay it: 
Are ye not guilty thus? | 
Han. Ves: O my Fortune! 
Mich. To give a proof 1 ſpeak not enviouſly, 
Look here; do you know theſe Jewels? 
Cell. In, good Mother. | 
Enter Thomas, Dorothy, and Mary: then Sebaſtian and 
Laurcelot. | | 
val. Theſe Jewels TI have known. 
Dor. You have made brave Sport. 
» Tho. I'll make more, if I live, Wench, 
N ay do not look on me; I care not for ye. 
Lan. Do you ſec now plain? that's Miſtreſs Dorothy, 
And that's his Miſtreſs. - 
Seb. Pence, let my Joy work eaſily. 
Ha, Boy! Art there my Boy? Mine own Boy, Tom, Boy, | 
Home ze, and ſtrike a freſh Piece of Wine, the Town's 
Val. Sure, I have known theſe Jewels. (ours. 
Alice. They are they, certain. 
Val. Good Heay'n, that they were. 
Alice. T'll pawn my Life on't, | 
And this is he; come hither Miſtreſs Dorothy, 
And Miſtreſs Mary ; who does that F. ace look * 
And view my Brother well? 
Dor. In truth like him. 
Mary, Upon my troth exceeding like. 
Mich, Beſhrew me, 
But much, and main Reſemblance, both of Face 
And Lincaments of Body: Now Heav'n grant it. 
Ali. My Brother's full of Paſſion, III ak to bim. 
Nov, as you are a Gentleman, reſolve me, 
Where did you get theſe Jewels? 
Fran. Now I'll tell ye, 
Becauſe blind Fortune yet may make me happy. 
Of whom Ihad 'em I have never heard yet, 
But from my Infancy, upon this Arm 
Jever wore em. 
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Ali. "Tis Franciſco, Brother, 7 
By Heav'n I ty'd 'em on: a little more, Sir, 
A little, little more; what Parents have ye? 
Fra. None, - 
That I know yet: the more my ſtubborn Fortune, 
But as IJ heard a Merchant ſay that bred me, 
Who, to my more Affliction, dy'd a poor Man, 
When I reach'd eighteen years. 
Ali. What ſaid that Merchant? 
Fre. He ſaid, an Infant in the Genoa Gallies, 
But from what place he never could direct me, 
I was taken in a Sea- fight, and from a Mariner, 
Out of his manly pity he redeem'd me. 
He told me of a Nurſe that waited on me, 
But ſhe, poor ſoul, he ſaid, was kill'd. 
A Letter too I had enclos'd within me, 
To one Caſtruecio, a Venetian Merchant, 
To bring me up: The Man, when Years allow'd me, 
And want of Friends compell'd, I ſought, but found him 
Long dead before, and all my hopes gone with him. 
The Wars was my Retreat then, and my Travel 
In which I found that Gentleman's free Bounty, 
For which Heav'n recompenc'd him: Now ye have all. 
Val. And all the worldly Bliſs that Heav'n can ſend me, 
And all my Prayers and Thanks. 
Alice. Down o' your Knees, Sir, | 
For now you have found a Father, and that Father 
That will not venture ye again in Gallies. 
Mich. Tis true, believe her, Sir, and we all joy with ye. 
Val. My beſt Friend ſtill: My deareſt; Now Heav'n 
And make me worthy of this Benefit.  [bleſsthee, 
Now my beſt Miſtreſs. 
Cel. Now, Sir, I come to ye. 
Ab. No, no, let's in, Wench. 
Cel. Not for the World, now, Mother. 
And thus, Sir, all my Scrvice I pay to you, 
And all my Love to him. 1 
Val. And mav it proſper: r- * 
Fake her Franciſco, now no more young Callidon, 
And love her dearly, for thy Father does ſo. 1 
| | ., | Valle 


2% 
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| Fran, May all Hate ſeek me elſe, and thus I ſeal it. 

Yal. Nothing but Mirth now, Friends. 
Enter Hylas and Sam. 

Hyl. Nay, I will find him. 

Sam. W hat do all theſe here? 

Tho. You are a truſty Husband, 


And a hot Lover too. 


Hyl. Nay then, good morrow 


Now I perceive the Knavery. 


Sam. I ſtill told ye. . 
Tho. Stay, or I'll make ye ſtay: Come hither, Siſter, 
Val. Why how now Miſtreſs Thomas e 
The. Peace a little, 4 
Thou would'ſt fain have a Wife. 
Hyl. Not I, by no means. (find, lac, 
Tho. Thou ſhalt have a Wife, and a fruitful Wife, for I 
That I ſhall never be able to bring thee Children. 
Seb, A notable brave Boy. 1 
Ayl. 1am very well, Sir. T (Pounds a Year, 
Tho. Thou ſhalt be better, Hylas, thou haſt 700 
And thou ſhalt make her three hundred Jointure. 
Hyl. No. . 
Tho. Thou ſhalt Boy, and ſhalt beſtow 
Two Hundred Pounds in Cloaths; look on her, 
A delicate luſty Wench, ſhe has fifteen Hundred, 
And feaſible: Strike Hands, or Þ ll ſtrike firſt. 

Dor. You'll let me like? 
Mar. He's a good handſome Fellow, 
Play not the Fool. 5 
Tho. Strike, Brother Hylas, quickly. 
Hl. If you can love me, well. 
Dor. If you can pleaſe we. 
. Tho. Try that out ſoon, I ſay, my Brother Hylas. 
Sam. Take her, and uſe her well, the's a brave Gentle- 


l. You muſt allow me another Miſtreſs. (woman. 


Dor. Then you muſt allow tne another Servant. 
Hyl. Well, let's together then, a luſty Kindred. 
Seb. I'll give thee 500 Pounds more for that word. 
Mar. Now Sir, for you and 1 to make the feaſt full. 
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1484 Monſieur Thomas. 
Tho. No, not a Bit, you are a virtuous Lady, 
And love to live in Contemplation. 
Mary. Come Fool, I am Friends now. 
Tho. The Fool ſhall not ride ye, | 
There lie my Woman, now my Man again, 
And now for Travel once more. 
Seb. I'll barr that frſt. - 
Mary. And I next. . 
To. Hold your ſelf contented: For I ſay! will travel, 
And ſo long 1 will travel, till I find a Father 
That Lnever knew, and a Wife that I never look'd for, 
And a State without Expectation, 9 50 
So reſt you merry Gentlemen. 
Mary. You ſhall not, 
Upon my faith, I love you now extreamly, 
And now ÞT11 kiſs ye. | 
Tho. This will not do it, Miſtreſs. 
Mary. Why when we are married, we'll do more. 
Seb. There's all Boy, l, 
'The Keys of all I have, come, let's be merry, 
For now I ſee thou art right. 3 
Tho. Shall we to Church ſtraight ? 
Val. Now preſently, and there with nuptial 
The holy Prieſt ſhall make ye happy all. 
Tho. Away then, Fair, afore. 
g *  [Exeunt ones. 
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PROLOGUE 
Frneſs for Mirth to all, this inſtant Night 
Thalia hath prepar d, for your Del ght, 
Ie, (hotce and curious Viands, in each part | 
Sia ſan'd with rarities of Wit and Art; 
Nor ferr I to be tax d for a vain boaſt, 
M. Promiſe will find Credit with the moſt, 
When they know mgenious Fletcher made it, Be 
Being in hie, a perfect Comedy : 
And ſom /ii here, I doubs not, dare aver 
Living he made that Houſe a Theatre 
Which he pleas*d to frequent; and thus much we 
Could not but pay to his loud Memory. £ 
For our ſelves, we do entreat that you would not 
Expect ftrange turns and windings, in the Plot, 
Objetts of State, and now and then a Rhime, 
To gall particular Perſons with the time; 
Or that his towring Muſe hath made her flight 
Nearer your Apprehenſion than your Sight; 
But if that ſweet Expreſſions, quick Conceit, 
Familiar Language, faſbion d to the weight * 
Of ſuch as ſpeak it, have the power to raiſe / 
Tour Grace to us, with Trophies to his Praiſe, 
We may profeſs, preſuming on his Skill, 
1f his Chances pleaſe not you, our Fortune's ill, 
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Dramatis Perſon. 
MEN. 


Uke of Ferrara. 

| Petruchio, Governor of Bolognia. 

Don John, Fe Spaniſh Centlemen, and Come- 

Don Frederick, rades. 

Antonio, an old fiout Gentleman, Kinſman to Pe- 

truchio. 

| Three Gentlemen, Friends to the Duke, 

Two Gentlemen, Friends to Petruchio. 

Franciſco, a Muſician, Antonio's Boy. 

Peter Vecchio, a Teacher of Latin and Muſick, a 

reputed Wizard. 

Peter and two Servants to Don John and Fre- 
Anthony, J derick. 

A Surgeon. 


WOMEN. 


| Conſtancia, Ster to Petruchio, and Miftreſs: to the 


Duke. 

Gentlewoman, J to Conſtancia. 

Old Gentlewoman, Landlady to Don John and 
Frederick. - 

Conſtancia, 4 Whore to old Antonio, 

Baud. 


SCENE BOLO GNIA. 
. 


SEES SS 5 


Ez e 


THE 


CHANCES. 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Enter Peter and Anthony. 


„„ 1 
Would we were end from this Town, 
SH Anthony, (own part, 


That we might taſte ſome quiet; for mine 


After Enquiries, Dreams, and Revelations, 
Of who knows whom, or where: ſerve 
(Wenching Soldiers, 

That know no other Paradiſe but Plackets: 

I'll ſerve à Prieſt in Lent firſt, and cat Bell-ropes. 
Ant. Thou art the froward'ſt Fool- — 
Per. Why, good tame Anthony? 85 

Tell me but this; to what end came we hither? 
Ant. To wait upon our Maſters. 

Pet. But how, Anthony ? 

Anſwer me that; e me there, 3 Anthony ? 
Ant. To ſerve their uſes. 

Per. Shew your uſes, Anthony. | 
Ant. To be imploy'd in any thing. 


\ 


Pet. No, Antbony, ' IE 


| Not any — take it; nor that thing . 
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Im almoſt melted with continual trotting. 
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(|| Of the leaſt vanity of Love, only a doubt 


7 To Pet. Would they were ſettled 


We travel to diſcover, like new I{lands 
A ſalt itch ſerve ſuch uſes; in things of moment 
Concerning things, I grant ye, not things errant, 
Sweet Ladies things, and things to thank the Surgeon; 
In no ſuch things, ſweet Autbony, put caſe 
Ant. Come, come, all will be mended; this inviſible 
Of inflaite report for Shape and Virtue, {Woman 
That bred us all this trouble to no purpoſe, 
They are determin'd now no more to think on, 
But fall cloſe to their Studies. 
Pet. Was there ever 

Men known to run mad with Report before ? 
Or wander after that they know not where 
To find? or if found, how to enjoy? are Mens Brains 
Made now-a-days of Malt, that their AﬀeCtions 
Are never ſober ? But like drunken People 

| Founder at every new Fame? I do believe too 

i That Men in Love are ever drunk, as drunken Men 
Are ever loving. 

Ant. Prithee be than ſober, 
And know, that they are none of thoſe, not guilty 
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Fame might too far report, or rather flatter 

The Graces of this Woman, made them curious 

To find the truth, which ſince they find ſo block d 
And lock'd up from their ſearches, Ps are now ſettled 
Fo give the wonder over. 


To give me ſome new Shoes too: For I'll be ſworn 
Theſe are een worn out to the reaſonable Soles 
In their good Worſhips buſineſs ; and ſome ſleep 
Would not do much amiſs, unleſs they mean 
To make a Bell- man on me; and what now | 
Mean they to ſtudy, Anthony, moral Plopphy 

After their mar-all Women? 

Ant. Mar a Fool's Head. 

Let. Twill mar two Fools Heads and cheyt take not heed, , 
Beſides the Giblets to em. 

Ant. Will y6u walk, Sir, 
And talk more out of hearing? Your Fool's Head 
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May chance to find a wooden Night- cap elſe. 

Pet. I never lay in any. 

Euter Don John, and Frederick. 

Ant. Then leave your lying, 

And your blind Propheſying : Here they come, 
You had belt tell them as much. | | 

Pet, I am no Tell-tale. [ Exennt. 

John. I would we could have ſeen her though; for ſure 
She muſt be ſome rare Creature, or Report lics. 
All Mens Reports too. 

Fred. I could well wiſh J had ſeen her; 
But ſince ſhe is ſo conceal'd, fo beyond venture 
Kept and preſerv'd from view, ſo like a Paradiſe, (ed, 
Plac'd where no Knowledge cancome near her; 10 guard- 
As *twere impoſſible, though known, to reach her, 
I have made up my belief. 

Jahn. Hang me from this hour 
If I more think upon her, or believe her, 
But as ſhe came a ſtrong Report unto me, 
So the next Fame ſhall loſe her. 

Fred. Tis the next way; 

But whither are you walking ? 

John. My old Round 
After my Meat, and then to Bed. 

Fred. Tis healthful. 

John. Will not you ſtir? 

_ Fred. I have a little buſineſs. 
Jobn. Upon my Life this Lady ſtill ——- 
Fred. Then you will loſe it. 
Fohn, Pray let's walk together. 
Fred. Now I cannot. SN 
Fohn. 1 have ſomething to impart, 
Fed. An hour hence 
1 will not miſs to meet you. 
FJobn. Where? 

Fred. I'th' high Street: 
For not to lic, I have a few Deyotions 
To do firſt, then I am _—_. 

John. Remember. 


[Exount. 
SCENE 


. 


* 
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Enter Petruchio, Antonio, 8 two Gentlemen. 
Ant. Cut his Wind- pipe, I ſay. 
i Gent. Fye, Antonio. . 
Hut. Or knock his Brains out firſt, and then forgive him: 
If you do thruſt, be ſure it be to th' hilts, | 
A Surgeon may ſee through him. 
1 Gent. You are too violent. 
2 Gent. Too open undiſcreet. 
Pet. Am I not ruin'd? 
The honour of my Houſe crack'd ? my Blood poyſon'd? 
My Credit and my Name? 
2 Gent. Be ſure it be fo, 
Before ye uſe this violence: Let not doubt, 
And a ſuſpecting 1 ſo much ſway ye, 
Your Wiſdom may be queſtion'd. 
Ant. I ſay kill him, 
And then diſpute the cauſe; cut off what may be, 
And what is ſhall be ſafe. 
2 Gent. Hang up a true Man, 
Becauſe tis poſſible he may be thieviſh! 
Alas, is this good Juſtice? 
Pet. I know as certain 
As day muſt come again, as clear as truth, 
And open as belief can lay it to me, 
That I am baſely wrong'd, wrong'd above Recompence; ; 
Maliciouſly abus'd, blaſted for ever 0 
In Name and Honour, loft to all remembrance, 
But what is ſmear d, and ſhameful; I muſt kill him, 
Neceſſity compells me. 
1 Gent. But think better. 
Pet. There is no other cure left; yet ions with me, 
All that is fair in Man, all that is noble, 
I am net greedy of this Life I ſeek for, 
Nor thirſt to ſhed Man's Blood, and would” twere poſſible 
I wiſh it with my Soul, fo much I tremble 
To offend the qr Image of my Maker, | 
My Sword could o Fo kill his Crimes: 5 no, tis Honour, 
r 


Honour, my noble _ that Idol, Honour, * 
of at 
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That all the World now worſhips, not Perruchio 
Muſt do this Juſtice, 
Ant, Let it once be done, 
And 'tis no matter, whether you, or Honour, 
Or both, be acceſlary. 
2 Gent. Do you weigh, Petruchio, 
The Value of the Perſon, Power and Greatneſs, 
And what this Spark may kindle ? of 
Per. Toperform it, 
So much I am ty'd to Reputation, 
And Credit of my Houſe, let it raiſe Wild-fires, 


That all this Dukedom ſmoak, and Storms that toſs me 


Into the Waves of everlaſting Ruin, 
Yer I muſt through; if ye dare fide me. 
Ant, Dare? 


Pet. Y'arc Friends indeed, if not. FF 


2 Gent. Here's none flies from you, ; 

Do it in what deſign ye pleaſe, we'll back ye. 
1 Gent. But then be ſure ye kill him. 

2 Gent. Is the Cauſe 
So mortal, nothing but his Life? 
Pt. Believe me, 
A leſs Offence has been the Deſolation 
Of a whole Name. 

2 Gent, No other way'to purge it ? 

Pet. There is, but never to be hoped for. 

2 Gent. Think an Hour more, 7 
And if then ye find no ſafer Road to guide ye, 

Well ſetup our Reſts too. 

Ant. Mine's up already, 
And hang him for my part 
Goes leſs than Life. 

2 Gent. If we ſee noble Cauſe, tis hs our Swords 
May be as free and forward as your Words. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


| 


be The civil Order of this Town Bologna, 
Makes it beloy'd and honour'd of all Travellers, 
As a moſt ſafe Retirement in all Troubles; 


. 


Euter Don John. Dy 


| 
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Beſide the wholſome Seat, and noble Temper 
Of thoſe Minds that inhabit it, ſafely wiſe, 
And to all Strangers virtuous z But | ſee 
My Admiration has drawn Night upon me, 
And longer to expect my Friend may pull me 
Into Suſpicion of too late a Stitrer, 
W hich all good Governments are jealous of. 
I'll home, and think at liberty; yet certain, 
*Tis not ſo far N ight as I thought; for ſee, 
A fair Houſe yet ſtands open, yer all about it 
Are cloſe, and no Lights ſtirring, there may be foul Play; 
Il venture to look in; if there be Knaves, 
I may do a good Office. [ Woman within, 
Within. Signieur ? 
John. What? How is this? 
Within. Signieur Fabritio? f 
John. 1'Il go nearer. ; 
Within. Fabritio? 
Fobn. This is a Woman's Tongue, here may be good 
Within, W ho's there? (done. 
Fabritio? 


Jobn. Ay. 
Within. W here ate ye! ? 
John. Here. 
Within. O come, for Heav'n's ſake! . 
Jobn. I muſt ſee what this means. 
| Enter Woman with a Child. - (noiſe, 
Woman. I have ſtay'd this long Hour for you, make no 
For things are in ſtrange Trouble: Here, be ſecret, 


"Tis worth your Care; begon now z more * watch us, 
Than may be for our Safeties. 


John. Hark ye ? 

Woman. Peace: Good night. 

John. She is gone, and I am loaden 3 Fortune bot me; 
It weighs well, and it feels well; it may chance 
To be ſome Pack of Worth: byth' Maſs tis heavy; 
If it be Coin or Jewels, tis worth welcome: 
I'll ne'er refuſe a Fortunè: Lam confident 
Tis of no common Price: Now to thy Lodging: 
If it Lis right, FR bleſs kae Night. [ Exit. 


SCENE 


* | 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Frederick. 

Fred. Tis ſtrange, | 

I cannot meet him; ſure he has encountred 

Some light o Love or other, and there means 

To play at in and in for this Night. Well Don Joby, 
If you do ſpring a Leak, or get an Itch, . | 
Till ye claw off your curl'd Pate, thank your Night-walks; 

' You mult be ſtill a boot-halling: One round more, 
Though it be late, Ill venture to diſcover ye, 

T do not like your Out-leaps. A, [Exit 


. 


Enter Duke, and three Gentlemen. 

Duke. Welcome to Town, are ye all fit? 

1 Gent. To point, Sir. | 

Duke. Where are the Horſes ? 

2 Gent. Where they were appointed. 

Duke, Be private, and whatſoever Fortune 
Offer it ſelf, let's ſtand ſure. 

3 Gent. Fear not us, 
E'er ye ſhall be endanger'd, or deluded, 
We'll make a black Night on't. 

Duke. No more, I know it 
You know your Quarters? . By 

1 Gent, Will you go alone, Sir ? 

Duke. Ye ſhall not be far from me, the leaſt Noiſe 
Shall bring ye to my reſcue. TD, 

2 Gent, We are counſelld. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE Vi. 
nter Don John 
John. Was ever Man fo paid for being curious? 
Ever ſo bobb'd for ſearching out Adventures, 88 0 
As Jam? did the Devil lead me? muſt I needs be peeping 
Into Mens Houſes where 1 had no Buſineſs, 1 
And make my ſelf a Miſchief? Tis well carried; 
1] muſt take other Mens Occaſions on me, | 
And be I know not whom: Moſt finely handled: 


What 


ae 


0 


| 
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W hat have I got by this now ? What's the purchaſe? 
A piece of evening Arras-work, a Child, 
Indeed an Infidel: This comes of peeping : 
A lump got out of lazineſs; good white Bread 
Let's have no bawling with ye; ſdeath, have 1 
Known Wenches thus long, all the ways of Wenches, 
Their Snares and Subriltics? Have I read over 
All their School Learnings, div'd into their quiddits, 
And am I now bum- fidled with a Baſtard? 
Fetch'd over with a Card of five, and in mine old days, 
After the dire Maſſacre of a Million | (too 
Of Maiden-heads? Caught the common way, i'th' Night 
Under another's Name, te make the matter 
Carry more weight about it? Well, Don John, 
You will be wiſer one Day, when ye have purchas'd 
A beavy of theſe Butter- prints together, 
With ſearching out conceal'd iniquities, 
Without Commiſſion: Why, it would never grieve me, 
Tf I had got this Ginger-bread; never ſtirr'd me, 
So I had had a ſtroak for't; t had been Juſtice 
Then to have kept it; but to raiſe a Dairy 
For other Mens Adulterics, conſume my ſelf in Candles, 
And ſcowring Works, in Nurſes, Bells, and Babics 
Only for Charity, for meer I thank you, . 
A little troubles me : The leaſt touch for it, 
Had but my Breeches got it, had contented me. 
W hoſe er it is, ſure t had a wealthy Mother, 
For 'tis well cloathed, and if I be not cozen'd, 
Well lin'd within: To leave it here were barbarous, 
And ten to one would kill it; a more fin | 
Then his that got it : Well, I will diſpoſe on't, 
And keep it, as they keep Death's Heads in Rings, 
To cry memento to me; no more peeping. 
Now all the danger is to qualifie 
The good old Gentlewoman, at whoſe Houſe we live, 
For ſhe will fall upon me with a Catechiſm 
Of four hours long: I muſt endure all; 
For I will know this Mother: Come good wonder, 
Leet you and [be jogging; your ſtary'd trebble 


Will 
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Will waken the rude Watch elſe: All that be 
Curious Night-walkers, may they find my Fee. Exit. 


S'C.R-N E VII. 


Enter Frederick. 
Fred. Sure he's gone home : | 

I have beaten all the Purlews, a 
But cannot bolt him: If he be a bobbing, 1 
'Tis not my care can cure him: To Morrow Morning 

T ſhall have further knowledge from a Surgeon's 
Where he lyes moor'd, to mend his leaks. 
Enter Conſtantia. 


Con. I'm ready, 
And through a world of Dangers am flown to ye. 
Be full of haſte and care, we are undone elſe : 
Where are your People? Which way muſt we travel? 
For Heav'n ſake ſtay not here, Sir. | 
Fred. What may this prove? 
Con. Alas I am miftaken, loſt, undone, 
For ever periſh'd. Sir, for Heav'n ſake tell me, 
Are ye a Gentleman ? 
Fred, I am. 
Con. Of this Place ? 
Fred, No, born in Spain. 
Con. As ever you lov'd Honour, 
As ever your Deſires may gain their ends, 
Do a poor wretched Woman but this benefit, 
For I am forc'd to truſt ye. 
Fred. You've charm'd me, 
Humanity and Honour bids me help ye; - 
And if I fail your truſt — e 1 
Con. The time's too dangerous | 5 | | 
To ſtay your Proteſtations: I believe ye, 1 -: 
Alas, I muſt believe ye: From this place, . 
Good noble Sir, remove me inſtantly, 
And for a time, where nothing but your ſelf, 
And honeſt Converſation may come near me, 
In ſome ſecure place ſettle me: What I am, 
And why thus boldly I commit my credit 
Into a Stranger's Hand, the fears and dangers, |\ 3 
W. H h That 


N 


_ 


Nor unadviſed ones. 


4 
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That force me to this wild courſe, at more leiſure 
I ſhall reveal unto you. | | 
Fred. Come, be hearty, 


He muſt ſtrike through my Life that takes ye 


from me. 
[ Exeunt. 


LFOCRNKE vill 


Enter Petruchio, Antonio, and two Gentlemen. 
Petr. He will ſure come. Are ye well arm'd? 
Ant. Never fear us: 
Here's that will make em dance without a Fiddle. 

Petr. We are to look ior no weak Foes, my Friends, 


Ant. Beſt Gameſters make the beſt Game, 


We ſhall fight cloſe and handſom then. 
1 Gent. Antonio, 
You are a thought too bloody. 
Ant. Why? All Phyſicians 
And penny Almanacks allow the openin 
Of Veins this Month: Why do ye talk of bloody? 

What come we for, to fall to Cuffs for Apples? 

What, would ye make the cauſe a Cudgel quarrel ? 

On whar terms ſtands this Man? Is not his Honour 

Open'd to his Hand, and pick'd out like an Oytter ? 
His Credit like a Quart Pot knockt togcther, 

Able to hold no Liquor? Clear but this point. 

Petr, Speak ſoftly, gentle Couſin. 5 
Ant. I'll ſpeak truly; _ 

What ſhould Men do ally'd to theſe diſgraces, 

Lick o'er his Enemy, fit down, and dance him? 
2 Gent. You are as far o'th' bow Hand now. 
Ant. And cry; 5 EL... 

That's my fine Boy, thou wilt do ſo no more, Child. 

Petr. Here are no ſuch cold pities. 

Ant. By Saint Jaques, 
They ſhall not find me one: Here's old tough Andrew, 
A ſpecial Friend of mine, and he but hold, | 

I'll ſtrike *em ſuch a Hornpipe: Knocks I come for, 
And the beſt Blood I light on; I profeſs it, 
Not to ſcare Coſter-mongers; if I lole mine n 

5 5 Mine 
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Mine Audit's caſt, and farewel five and fifty. 
Petr. Let's talk no longer, place your ſelves with ſilence, 
As ] directed ye, and when time calls us, 
As ye are Friends, ſo ſhew your ſelves. | 
Ant. So be it. | [ Exeunt, 
S E NE IX. 
Enter Don John, and his Landlady. 
Land. Nay, Son, if this be your regard. 
John. Good Mother. 1 | 
Lend. Good me no goods; your Couſin, and your ſelf 
Are welcome to me, whilſt you bear your ſelves 
Like honeſt and true Gentlemen : Bring hither 
To my Houſe, that have ever been reputed 
A Gentlewoman of a decent, and fair carriage, 
And ſo behav'd my ſel . 
John. I know ye have. ; I 
Land. Bring hither, as I fay, to make my Name 
Stink in my Neighbour's Noſtrils? Your Devices, 
Your Brats, got out of Alligant, and broken Oaths? 
Your Linley Woolſy Work, your haſty Puddings? 
I foſter up your filch'd iniquities ? 
You're deceiv'd in me, Sir, lam none 
Of thoſe Receivers. 
John. Have I not ſworn unto you, 
Tis none of mine, and ſhew'd you how I found it? 
Land. Ve found an eaſie Fool that let you get it, 
She had better have worn Paſterns. | 
Fobn. Will ye hear me? (ends, 
Land. Oaths? W hat do you care for Oaths to gain your 
When ye arc high and pamper'd? What Saint know ye? 
Or what Religion, but your purpos'd Lewdneſs, 
Is to be look'd for of ye? Nay, I will tell ye, 
You will then {wear like accus'd Cut-purſes, | 
As far off truth too; and lye beyond all Faulconers : , 
I'm ſick to ſee this dealing. 
Fobn. Heav'n forbid, Mother. 
Land. Nay, I am very ſick. 
Jyobn. Who waits there? 
Aut. Sir. 9 


| [ Within, 
H h 2 Fohn 
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Jobn. Bring down the Bottle of Canary Wine. 
Land. Exceeding ſick, Heav'n help me. 
Fohn. Haſte ye, Sirrah, 

I muſt ev'n make her drunk; nay, gentle Mother. 

Land. Now fie upon ye, was it for this purpoſe 
You fetch'd your Evening- walks for your Digeſtions, 
For this pretended holineſs? No Weather, 

Not before Day could hold ye from the Matins. 
Were theſe your bo-peep Prayers? you've pray'd well, 
And with a learned zeal: Watch'd well too; your Saint 
It ſeems was pleas'd as well: Still ſicker, ſicker. 

Enter Anthony with a Bottle of Wine. 

John. There is no talking to her till I have drencht her. 
Give me; here, Mother, take a good round draught, 
*T will purge Spleen from your Spirits: Deeper, Mother. 

Land. Ay, ay, Son, you imagine this will mend all. 

John. All i' faith, Mother. 

_ Lend, 1 confeſs the Wine 
Will do his part. 
FJobn. III pledge ye. 
Land. But Son John. (more, 
John. I know your meaning, Mother; touch it once 
Alas you look not well; take a round draught, 


It warms the Blood well, and reſtores the colour, 
And then we'll talk at large. TS 


Land. A civil Gentleman? 

A Stranger? one the Town holds a good regard of? 
Fohn. Nay, I will filence thee. | | 
Land. One that ſhould weigh his fair Name? oh, a ſtitch! 

John. There's nothing better for a ſtitch, good Mother, 


Make no ſpare of it, as you love your health, 
Mince not the matter. 


Land. As T ſaid, a Gentleman, 3 

Lodge in my Houſe? Now Heav'ns my comfort, Signior! 
John. I look'd for this. 

Land. ] did not think you would have us'd me thus; 
A Woman of my credit; one, Heay'n knows, 
That lov'd you but roo tenderly. 

Jobn. Dear Mother, | E 
I ever found your kindneſs, and knowledge it. FAY 
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Land. No, no, I am a Fool to counſel ye. Where's the 
Come, let's ſee your Workmanſhip. (Infant? 

Fohn. None of mine, Mother, 

But there 'tis, and a luſty one. 

Land. Heav'n bleſs thee, 

Thou hadſt a haſty making; but the beſt is, 
"Tis many a good Man's Fortune: As I live 
Your own Eyes, Signior, and the netherLip 
As like ye, as ye had ſpit it. 

Zohn, I am glad on't. | 

Land. Bleſs me, what things are theſe ? 

Fohn. 1 thought my labour 
Was not all loſt, 'tis Gold, and theſe are Jewels, : 
Both rich, and right I hope. 

Land. Well, well, Son Fohn, 

I ſee ye are a Wood-man, and can chuſe | 
Your Deer, though it be th' dark, all your diſcretion 
Is not yet loſt; this was well clapt aboard: 

Here I am with you now; when as they ſay 
Yourpleaſure comes with profit; when ye mult needs do, 
Do where ye may be done to, 'tis a Wiſdom 

Becomes a young Man well : Be ſure of one thing, 
Loſe not your labour and your time together, 

Is ſeaſons of a Fool, Son, time is precious, 

Work wary whilſt ye have it; ſince ye muſt traffick 
Sometimes this ſlippery way, take {ure hold, Signior, 
Trade with no broken Merchants, make your lading, 
As you would make your reſt, adventurouſly, 

But with advantage ever. 

John. All this time, Mother, | 
The Child wants looking to, wants Meat and Nurſes, 
Land. Now bleſſing o' thy care; it ſhall have all, 
And inſtantly; I'll ſeek a Nurſe my ſelf, Son 
Tis a ſweet Child: Ah my young Spaniard, 

Take you no further care, Sir. 

Fohn. Yes, of theſe Jewels, 

I muſt by your leave, Mother: Theſe are yours, 
To make your care the ſtronger; for the reſt 

PI find a Maſter; the Gold for bringing up on't, 
J freely render to your charge. 


— H h 7 | Land. 
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Land. No more words, | | 
Nor no more Children, (good Son) as you love me, 
This may do well. 1 ; = 
John. I ſhall obſerve your Morals. 
But where's Don Frederick, Mother? 
Land. Ten to one 
About the like Adventure; he told me, 1 
He was to find you out. | Exit. 
John. Why ſhould he ſtay thus? N 
There may be ſome ill chance in't: Sleep I will not, 
Before I have found him: Now this Woman's pleas'd, 
I'll ſeek my Friend out, and my care is eas d. | Exit. 


S$SLENKE:X 


Enter Duke, and Gentlemen. 


1 Gent. Believe, Sir, 'tis as. poſſible to do it, 
As to remove the City; the main Faction (gers 
Swarm through the Streets like Hornets, arm'd with an- 
Able to ruin States: No ſafety left us, 
Nor means to die like Men, if inſtantly 
You draw not back again. | 
Duke. May he be Drawn 
And Quarter'd too, that turns now; were I ſurer 
Of Death than thou art of thy fears, and with Death 
More than thoſe fears are too. - 
1 Gent, dir, | tear nor. our, 
Duke. I would not crack my Vow, ftart from my Ho- 
Becaule I may find danger; wound my Soul, 
To keep my Body ſafe. 1 Gent. I ſpeak not, Sir, 
Out of a baſeneſs to you. Duke. No, nor do not 
Out of a baſencſs leave me: What is danger, 
More than the weakneſs of our Apprehenſions? 
A poor cold part o'th* Blood? Who takes it hold of? 
Cowards, and wicked Livers: Valiant Minds 
Were made the Maſters of it; and as hearty Sea-men 
In deſperate Storms, ſtem with a little Rudder 
The tumbling Ruins of the Ocean; . 
So with their Cauſe and Swords do they do dangers. 


Say we were ſure to dye all in this venture, 
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As Tam confident againſt it; is there any 


Amongſt us of ſo fat a ſenſe, ſo pamper'd, 
Would chuſe luxuriouſly to lye a-Bed, 
And purge away his Spirit, ſend his Soul out 
In Sugar-ſops, and Syrups? Give me dying 
As dying ought to be, upon mine Enemy, 
Parting with Mankind, by a Man that's manly: 
1d, and bring along 
Cairns envy with em, I will on. 
2 Gent. You may, Sir, 
But with what ſafety ? 
Gent. Since tis come to dying, 
You ſhall perceive, Sir, here be thoſe amongſt us 
Can dye as decently as other Men, 
And with as little Ceremony: On, brave Sir. 
Dufte. That's ſpoken heartily. 
I Gent, And he that flinches, 
May he dye louzy in a Ditch. 
Duke. No more dying, 
There's no ſuch danger in it: 
3 Gent. Somewhat above your hour. : 
Duke. Away then quickly, 5 5 
Make no noiſc, and no trouble will attend us. [ Excunx. 


S G 
Enter Frederick, and Peter (with a Candle.) 


Fred. Give me the Candle; fo, go you out that way. 


Pet. What have we now to do? 
Fred. And o' your life, Sirrah, 


Let none come near the Door without my knowledge, 


No not my Landlady, nor my Friend. Pet. T is done, Sir, 
Fred. Nor any ſerious buſineſs chat concerns me. 
Pet. Is the wind there again? nos 
Fred. Be gone. Pet. I am, Sir, | [/-xcif, 

| Enter Conſtantia, | 
Fred. Now enter without fear. And, noble Lady, 

That ſafety and civility ye wiſh'd for 

Shall truly here attend you: No rude Tongue 

Nor rough Behaviour knows this Place, ng wiſhes . _ 
Hh4 Beyond 
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Beyond the Moderation of a Man, 
Dare enter here; your own Deſires and Innocence, 
Join'd to my vow'd Obedience, ſhall protect you, 
Were Dangers more than Doubts. | 
Con. Ye are truly noble, BY Sr Fs 
And worth a Woman's truſt: Let it become me, 
Ido beſeech you, Sir) for all your kindneſs, 
To render with my thanks, this worthleſs trifle ; 
I may be longer troubleſome. Fred. Fair Offices 
Are ſtill their own Rewards: Heav'n bleſs me, Lady, 
From {ſelling civil courtefies : May it pleaſe ye, 
If ye will force a favour to oblige me, 
Draw but that cloud aſide, to ſatisfie me 
For what good Angel I am engag'd. 
Con, It ſhall be, 85 
For I am truly confident ye are honeſt: 
The Piece is ſcarce worth looking on. 
Fred. Truſt mnree 
The abſtract of all Beauty, Soul of ſweetneſs! 
Defend me honeſt Thoughts, I ſhall grow wild elſe: 
What Eyes are there, rather what little Heav'ns, 
To ſtir Mens Contemplations? What a Paradiſe (rate: 
Runs through each part ſhe has? Good Blood be tempe- 
1 muſt look off; too excellent an Object 
Confounds the ſenſe that ſees it. Noble Lady, 
If there be any further ſervice to caſt on me, 
Let it be worth my Life, ſo much I honour ye, 
Or the engagement of whole Families. 
Cn. Your Service is too liberal, worthy Sir, 
Thus far I ſhall entreat. 5 
Fred. Command me, Lady, 
You make your power too poor. 
Con, That preſently 
With all convenient hafte, you would retire 
Unto the Street you found me in. 
% 7 RN ps LE) | | 
. Com. There, if you find a Gentleman oppreſt 
With Force and Violence, do a Man's Office, 
And draw your Sword to reſcue him. 
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Fred. 
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Fred. He's ſafe, | 
Be what he will, and let his Foes be Devils, 
Arm'd with your Pity, I ſhall conjure dem. 
Retire, this Key will guide ye: All things neceſſary . 
Are there before xx. | e 
Con. All my Prayers go with ye. Exit. 
Fred. Ve clap on Proof upon me: Men ſay Gold 
Does all, engages all, works through all Dangers : 
Now I ſay Beauty can do more: The King's Exchequer, 
Nor all his wealthy Indies, could not draw me 
Through half thoſe Miſeries this Piece of Pleaſure 
Might make me leap into: We are all like Sea-Cards, 
All our Endeavours and our Motions, 
| (As they do to the North) ſtill point at Beauty, 
Still at the faireſt : For a handſom Woman, 
Setting my Soul aſide) it ſhould go hard, 
Bur I would ſtrain my Body: Yet to her, 
Unleſs it be her own free Gratitude, 
Hopes ye ſhall die, and thou Tongue rot within me, 
Eerl infringe my Faith: Now to my Reſcue. [ Exit. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Duke, purſued by Petruchio, Antonio, and 
| that Faction. 
DEAE OU will not all oppreſs me ? (to him. 
| Ant. Kill him i'th' wanton Eye: Let me come 
Duke. Then ye ſhall buy me dearly. 
Petr. Say you ſo, Sir? 
Ant. I ſay cut his Wezand, ſpoil his Piping ; 
Have at your Love- ſick Heart, Sir. : 
9 | Enter Don John, 
John. Sure tis fighting. 4 
My Friend may be engag'd: fie Gentlemen, 
This is unmanly Odds. 
Ant. I'll ſtop your Mouth, Sir. 1 
[uke falls down, Don John beſtrides him. 3 
John. Nay, then have at thee freely: L 
There's aPlumb,Sir, to ſatisfy your Longing. Petr. 
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Petr. Away: I hope I have ſped him + Here comes 
We ſhall beendanger'd: Where's Antonio? (Reſcue 
Ant. 1 muſt have one Thruſt more, Sir. | a 

John. Come up to me. | 

Ant. A Miſchief confound your Fingers. 

Petr. How is't? e 

Ant. Well: 

Ha's given me my quietus eſt, I felt him 
In my ſmall Guts, I'm ſure h'as feez d me: 
This comes of ſiding with ye. 
2 Gent. Can you go, Sir? 
Ant. Iſhould go Man, and my Head were off, 
Never talk of going. 
Petr. Come, all ſhall be well then, 
I hear more Reſcue coming. | 
Enter the Duke's Faction. 
Ant. Let's turn back then; 
My Skull's uncloven yet, let me but kill. 

Petr. Away for Heav'n fake with him. 
Jobn. How is't? 

Duke. Well Sir, 

Only a little ſtagger'd. 

Faction Duke. Let's purſue em. 

Duke. No not a Man, I charge ye: Thanks good Coat, 
Thou haſtſav'd mea ſhrewd Welcome: Twas put home 
With a good Mind I'm ſure on't. (too, 

))) . ĩͤ 

Dube. My Thanks to you brave Sir, whoſe timely Va- 
And manly Courteſy came to my Reſcue. (lour, 
- Fohn. Y'ad foul Play offer'd ye, and Shame befall him 
JJ OURRCEn ooo 

Duke, May I crave, Sir, 

But thus much Honour more, to know your Name? 
And him I am fo bound to? 

John. For the Bond, Sir. 
Tis every good Man's Tie: To know me further 
Will little profit ye; I ama Stranger, 

My Country $paim; my Name Don Jobn, a Gentleman 
That lie here for my Study. 
Due. J have heard, Sir, 
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Much worthy mention of ye, yet I find 
Fame ſhort of what ye are. 0 
Fobn. You are pleas'd, Sir, 1 
To expreſs your Courteſy: May I demand 
As freely what you are, and what Miſchance 
Caſt you into this Danger ? n 
Duke. For this preſent | 
I muſt defire your Pardon: You ſhall know me 
Fer it be long, Sir, and a nobler Thanks 
Than now my Will can render. | 
Fohn. Your Will's your own, Sir. (thing? 
Duke. What is't you look for, Sir? have you loſt any 
John. Only my Hat i'th' Scuffle; ſure theſe Fellows 1 
Were Night- ſnaps. . 
Duke. No, believe Sir: Pray ye uſe mine, 
For twill be hard to find your own now. 
John. No, Sir, . 
Duke. Indeed ye ſhall, I can command another: 
I do beſcech ye honour me. 
Fobn, 1 will, Sir, 
And fo PII take my Leave. 
Duke. Within theſe few Days 
I hope I ſhall be happy in your Knowledge, 
Till when I love your Memory. [Exit Duke, &c. 
John. | yours. ; 
This is ſome noble Fellow. 
Enter Frederick, 
Fred. "Tis his Tongue ſure. 
C | 
Fohn. Don Frederick 2 
Fred. Ye're fairly met, Sir: 5 
I thought ye had been a Bat-fowling: Prithee tell me 
What Revelations haſt thou had to Night, | 
That Home was never thought of? | * 
John. Revelations? 705 | 
III tell thee Frederick, but before T tell thee, 
Settle thy Underſtanding. 5 . 
Fred. T'is prepar'd, Sir. ä . ( Frederick, 8 
Fobn. Why then mark what ſhall follow. This N ight, 
This bawdy Night — TEL 
Fred: 
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Fred. 1 thought no leſs. "if 
Fobn. 'This blind Night, 
W hat doſt think I have got? | 
Fred. The Pox, it may be. 
Jobn. Would 'twere no worſe: Ye talk of Reyelati. 
I have got a Revelation will reveal me (on 
An arrant Coxcomb while I live. a 
Fred, What is't? 
Thou haſt loſt nothing? | 
Fohn, No, I have got, I tell thee. 
Fred. What haſt thou got? _ 
John. One of the Infantry, a Child. 
Fred, How? 8 
John. A chopping Child, Man. 
Fred. Give ye Joy, Sir. ON 
John. ALump of Lewdneſs Frederick,that's the Truth 
This Town's abominable. (dont: 
Fred. I ſtill told ye, 7ohn, | 
Your whoring muſt come home; I counſell'd ye: 
But where no Grace is — _ | 
| John. *Tis none o' mine, Man. 
Fred. Anſwer the Pariſh ſo. 
John. Cheated in troth : 
Peeping into a Houſe, by whom I know not, 


Nor where to find the Place again: no, Frederick, 


Had I but kiſt the Ring for't; tis no poor one, 
That's my beſt Comfort, for't has brought about it 
Enough to make it Man. 
Fred. Where ist? * 

Fohn. At home. . 

Fred, A ſaving Voyage: But what will you ſay Signior, 


To him that ſearching out your ſerious Worſhip, 


Has met a ſtranger Fortune ? 
Fohn. How, good Frederick ? 50 
A militant Girl now to this Boy would hit it? 
Fred. No, mine's a nobler Venture : What do you 
Of a diſtreſſed Lady, one whoſe Beauty (think Sir, 


Would over-ſell all aly? 


FJobn. Where is ſhe ——— 
Fred; A Woman of that rareBehayiour, 


. 


80 
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So qualified, as Admiration . a 

Dwells round about her: Of that perſect Spirit 

1 Ay marry Sir. # 

Fed. That admirable Carriage, 1 
That Sweetneſs in Diſcourſe; young as the Morning, 
Her Bluſhes ſtaining his. | 

Fobn. But where's this Creature? 

Shew me but that. 

Fred. That's all one, ſlie's forth-coming, 

J have her ſure, oy 
Fohn. Hark ye Frederick, 

What truck betwixt my Infant? | 
Fred. Tis too light, Sir, 

Stick to your Chages good Don Jobs, Iam well 

FJobn. But is there ſuch a Wench ? 

Fred. Firſt tell me this, 

Did ye not lately as ye walk'd along, 

Diſcover People that were arnvd, and likely 

To do Offence ? _ | | 

John. Yes marry, and they urg'd it 

As far as they had Spirit. 

_ Fred. Pray go forward. | 

FJyobn. A Gentleman found ingag'd amongſt em, 

It ſeems of noble Breeding, I'm ſure brave Metal, 

As I return'd to look you, I ſet in to him, 

And without hurt (I thank Heav'n) reſcued him, 

And came my ſelf off ſafe too. 1 

Fred. My Work's done then: 

And now to ſatisfy you, there is a Woman, 

Oh John, there is a Woman — 
John. Oh, where is ſhe? | ; 
Fred. And one of no leſs worth than I aſſure ye 

And which is more, fallen under my Protection. 
Jobn. I am glad of that: forward ſweet Frederick. 
Fred. And whichis more than that,by this Nights wan- 

And which is moſt of all, ſhe is at home too, Sir. ( dring, 
John. Come, let's be gone then. 17 0 
Fred. Yes, but *tis moſt certain, 

You cannot ſee her, Joby, 
Fobn, Why? | 


? 
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Fred. She has ſworn me 
| Thar none elſe ſhall come near her: Not my Mother 
Till fome few doubts are clear'd. 
er; Not look upon her ?- What nber! is ſhe in? 
red. In ours. 
John. Let's go, I ſay: a 
A Woman's Oaths are Wafers, break with making 
They muſt for Modeſty a little: We all know it. 
Fred. No, Fl affure you, Sir. | 
- Fohn. Not ſee her? 
I ſmell an old dog trick of yours; z well, Prederick, 
Ye talk'd to me of whoring, let's have fair play, 
Shuafe dealing, I would with ye. 
Fred. When 'tis come 
(Which I know never will be} to that iſſue, 
Your Spoon ſhall be as deep as mine, Sir. 
| John. Tell me, 
And tell me true, is the Cauſe honourable, 
Or for your caſe? 
- . - -- -* Fred, By all our Friendſhip, John, 
. "Tis 5 and of great end. 
John. JI am anſwer'd: 
But let me ſee her though; leave the Door open 
As ye go 1n. | 
Fred. I dare not. 
John. Not wide open, 
mW juſt ſo, as a jealous Husband 
Would level at his wanton Wife through. 
Fred. That courteſie, 
If ye deſire no more, and keep it ſtrictly, 
I dare afford ye: Come, tis now near Morning. [Err 


| 5 . 
* Enter Peter, and Anthony. 
Pet. Nay, the old Woman's gone too. 
Ant. She's a Catterwauling 
Among the Gutters: Bur conceive me, Peter, 
Where our good Maſters ſhould be? 
Fer. Where they ſhould be 


—_—. - 1 do conccive, but where they are, good Aub — 
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Flew diſdainful Dart, 


f 


The Chances. 1511 
Aut. Ay, there it goes: My Maſter bo-peeps with me, 
With his fly popping in and out again, | 
Argued a cauſe, a frippery cauſe. 
Per. Believe me, 
They bear up with ſome carvel. 


Ant. I do believe thee, 


For thou haſt ſuch a Maſter for that chaſe, 


That *till he ſpend his Main Maſt 
Per. Pray remember 
Your courteſie, good Anthony, and withal, 72 
How long tis ſince your Maſter ſprung a leak, 
He had a ſound one fince he came. 
Ant. Hark. Per. What? [Lute ſounds within. 
Ant. Doft not hear a Lute ? FRO 
Again! Per. Where ist? ; 
Ant. Above in my Maſter's Chamber. 
Pet. There's no Creature; he hath the Key himſelf, Man. 


380 N G [within] 1 
Mereileſs Love, whom Nature hath deny d. 2 
The uſe of Eyes, leſt thou ſhouldſt take a pride. /, 
And glory in thy Murthers :{ Why am I, 
That never yet tranſgreſs'd thy Deity, / 
Never broke Vow, from whoſe Eyes never 


Whoſe hard Heart/never 

Slew thoſe Rewarders? / 

Thou art young and fair, Ft 

Thy Mother ſoft and gentle as the Air, an 
Thy Holy fire ſtill burning, blown with Prayer. | \;, 
Then everlaſting Love reſtrain thy will | 
*Tis God-like to have Power, but not z0 kill. 


Ant, This is his Lute: Let him have it. 
Per. I grant you; but who ſtrikes it? 
Ant. An admirable Voice too, hark ye. 
Pet. Anthony, N 
Art ſure we are at home? 
Ant. Without all doubt, Perer. 


Peter believe it, a moſt a Devil, 


And as ye love your Faith, preſume -n0 further 


7 If it be one. 


And tax the general 00G, wall * me nothing: 
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Per. Then this muſt be the Devil. 
Ant. Let it he, [Sing gain. 
Good Devil ſing again: O dainty Devil! © © 


The ſweeteſt Devil - 
Fe Frederick, aud 8 
- Fred. If ye could leave peeping. | 
John. I cannot by no means. 


| Fred. Then come in ſoftly, 


7 


Than ye have MOR 48 
Fobn. Baſta. POLL... 
Fred. What make you up 0 rails! Sire. 
Fohn. You, Sir, in your Contemplations. 
Per. O pray ye Peace, Sir. * 
Fred. Why Peace, Sir? | 
Pei. Do you hear! COTS af] 
John. Tis your Lute. 
Fred. Pray ye ſpeak ſoftly, 
She's playing on't. ' . 7 
Ant. The Houſe is haunted, Sir, ; 
For this we have heard this half year, 
Fred. Ye (aw OY" | 
Ant. Not I. | 
Pet. Nor I, Sir, | 
Fred. Get us our Brenkfaſt han; 
And make no Words on't ; well undertake this Spirit, 


Ant. This is no Devil, Peter. [Sing. 
Mum, there be Bats broad. [ Exeunt Servants, 
Fred. Stay, now ſhe ſings. SLE: 
John. An Angel's Voice I'll ſwear. 
Fred. Why did'ſt thou ſhrug ſo ? 
Either allay this Heat; or as I * 
I will not truſt ye. 1 
John. Paſs 1 warrant "ORE WR [Exeunt, 
Enter Conſtantia. 
cn. To curſe thoſe Stars, that Men ſay govern us, 
To rail at Fortune, fall out with my Fate, 


Alas, 
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Alas, 1 am the fame ſtill, neither are they 
Subject to helps, or hurts: Our own deſires 
Ae our own Fares, our own Stars, all, our Fortunes, 
Which as we ſway em, ſo abuſe, or bleſs us. 
Euter Frederick, and Don John peeping. 
Fred. Peace to your Meditations. 
Fohn. Pox upon ye, 
Stand out o'th' light. 
Con. 1 crave your Mercy, Sir, | 
My Mind o'er-charg'd with care made me unmannerly. 
Fred. Pray ye et that Mind at reſt, all ſhall be perfect. 
Fohn. I like the Body rare, a handfome Body, 
A wondrous handſome Body: Would ſhe would turn: 
See, and that ſpightful Puppy be not got 
Between me and my light again. 
Fred. *Tis done, | 
As all that you command ſhall be: The Gentleman 
Is ſafely off all danger. 
John. O de Dios. | 
Con. How ſhall I thank ye, Sir? how Gatisfie? 
Fred. Speak ſoftly, gentle Lady, all's rewarded. 45 
Now does he melt like Marmalad, | 
Jobu. Nay, tis certain, 
Thou art the ſweeteſt Womanl1 cer r look d on + 
I hope thou art nor honeſt. 
Fred, None diſturb'd ye? 
Con. Not any, Sir, nor any found came near me, 
I-thank your care. 
Fred. Tis well. 
John. I would fain pray now, 
But the Devil and that Fleſh there,of the World, 
What are we made to.ſuffer ? 
Fred. He'll enter; | 
Pull in your Head and be hang'd. 
Fohn. Hark ye, Frederick. 
I have brought ye home your Pack-ſaddle, 
Fred. Pox upon ye. 
| _ Con, Nay 1 him enter: Fie my Lord the Pats 
Stand peeping at ow F riends. 75 
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Fred. Ye are cozen'd, Lady, 

Here is no Duke. ' of 
Con. 1 know him full well, Seignior. 
Fobn. Hold thee there, Wench. 
Fred. This mad-brain'd Fool will ſpoil all. 
Con. I do beſeech your Grace come in. 

 Fobu, My Grace, a 

There was a word of comfort. 

Fred. Shall he enter 
Who e'er he be? 

Fohn. Well follow'd, Frederick. 

Con. With all my Heart, 

Fred. Come in then. 77 

Enter Don John. 5 

John. Bleſs ye, Lady. 

Fred. Nay ſtart not, though he be a Stranger to ye, 
He's of a noble ſtrain, my Kinſman, Lady, 
My Country-man, and Fellow Traveller, 

One Bed contains us ever, one Purſe feeds us, 

And one Faith free between us; do not fear him, 

He's truly honeſt. 
FJobn. That's a lie. 85 
Fred. And truſty, _ th 
Beyond your wiſhes: Valiant to defend, 
And modeſt to converſe with, as your Bluſhes. 
John. Now may I hang my ſelf; this commendation 
Has broke the Neck of all my hopes: For now 
Muſt cry, no forſooth, and I forſooth, and ſurely, 
And truly as I live, and as I am honeſt. 
H'as done theſe things for nonce too; for he knows, 
Like a moſt envious Raſcal as he is, e 
Jam not honeſt, nor deſire to be, 
Eipecially this wav: H'as watch'd his time, 
Bur I ſhall quit him. . 
Con. Sir, I credit ye. e 

Fred. Go kiſs her, John. 

Jolm. Plague o' your Commendations, 

Cm. Sir, I ſhall now deſire to be a trouble. 

John. Never to me, ſweet Lady; Thus I ſeal 
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Con. One word, Seignior. 
Fohn. Now tis impoſſible I ſhould be duet 

She kiſſes with a Conjuration 

Would make the Devil dance: W hat points ſhe at? 

My Leg I warrant, or my well knit Body, 

Sit faſt, Don Frederick. 

Fred, Twas giver him by that Gentleman 

You took ſuch care of; his own being loſt ith? ſcuffle. 
Con. With much joy may he wear it: tis a right one, 

I can aſſure ye, Gentleman, and right happy 

May you be in all fights for that fair Service. 

Fred Why do ye bluſh? 
Con. T had 7 5 cozen'd me, 

For not to lie, when I ſaw that, I look'd for 

Another Maſter of it; but 'tis well. Lei within. 
Fred. Who's there? 

, Enter Anthony. FI 

Stand ye a little cloſe: Come i in, Sir, [ Exit Con. 

Now what's the News with you? | 
Ant. There is a Gentleman without 

Would ſpeak with Don Joby. 

Jobn. Who, Sir? 
Ant. I do not know, Sir, but he news 4 Man 
Of no mean reckoning. 

Fred. Let him ſhew his Name, 

And then return a little wiſer. | 
Aut. Well, Sir. [Exit Anthony, 
Fred. How do you like her, John ę 
Fobn. As well as you, Frederick, 

For all J am honeſt; you ſhall find it ſo too 
Fred. Art thou not honelt ? 

John. Art thou an Aſs? 

And modeſt as her Bluſhes? What Blockhead - 

Would &er have popt out ſuch a dry Apology 

For his dear Friend? And to a Gentlewoman, 

A Woman of her Youth, and Delicacy. 

They are Arguments to draw them to abhor us. 

An honeſt moral Man? Tis for a Conſtable 

Ahandſome Man, a wholeſome Man, a tough Mag, 


A LINA * a likely Man, a Man e 
| 11 2 ” Made 


1 51 6 The Chances. 


Made up like Hercules, unſlak'd with Service: 
The ſame to Night, to morrow Night, the next Night, 
And ſo to perpetuity of Pleaſures, 
| Theſe had been things to hearken to, things catching: 
But you have ſuch a ſpic'd conſideration, * 
Such qualms upon your Worſhip's Conſcience, 
Such hil-blains in ** Blood, that all things pinch ye, 
Which Nature, and the liberal World makes Cuſtom, 
And nothing but fair Honour, O ſweet Honour, 
Hang up your Eunuch Honour: That I was truſty, 
And valiant, were things well put in; but modeſt! 
A modeſt Gentleman! O Wit where waſt thou? 
Feed. U am ſorry, John. N 
John. My Lady's Gentlewoman 
Would . me to a School-boy, make me bluſh 


With playing with my Codpiece Pour: Fie on thee, 
A Man of thy Diſcretion? 


Fred. It ſhall be mended: 
And henceforth ye ſhall have your due. 


Enter Anthony. 


Fobn. I look for't: How now, who is't? 
Ant. A Gentleman of this Town, 
And calls himſelf Petruchio. 


Enter Conſtantia. 
Jobn. T1l attend him. 
Cn. How did he call himſelf? ? Fred. Petruchio, 
Does it concern you ought? « 
Con. O Gentlemen, 9555 
The hour of my Deſtruction is come on me, 
] am diſcover'd, loſt, left to my ruin: 
As ever ye had pity 
Fol. Do not fear, 5 
Let the great Devil come, he mall go through me: 
Loſt here, and we about ye? 
Fred. Fall before us? | 
Con. .O my unfortunate Eſtate, + all | angers 
Compar'd to his, to hit—— 
Fred. Let bis, and all Mens, ; 
Mhut we have Power and Life--ſtand up for Heey "of 
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Con. have offended Heav'n too; yet Heav'n knows 
Zobn. We are all evil? | 
Yet Heav'n forbid we ſhould have our deſerts. - 
What is he? Con. Too too near to my offence, Sir; 
O he will cut me piece>meal. 4 
Fred. Tis no Treaſon ? 
Fob», Let it be what it will, if he cut here, 
Ill find him cut-work. Wor 
Fred. He muſt buy you dear, 
With more than common lives. 
John. Fear not, nor weep not: 
By Heav'n PI fire the Town before ye periſh, 
And then, the more the merrier, we'll jog with ye, 
Fred. Come in, and dry your Eyes. 
Fobn. Pray no more weeping : 
Spoil a ſweet Face for nothing? My return 
Shall end all this I warrant you. | 
Con. Heay'n grant it. [Exenunt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Petruchio, with a Letter. 


Petr. This Man ſhould be of ſpecial Rank: 
For theſe commends carry no common way, 
No flight worth with em: 

He ſhall be he. we 

b Hiter Don John. 

John. Save ye, Sir: I am ſorry 
My buſineſs was ſo unmannerly, to make ye 
Wait thus long here. ; e 

Petr. Occaſions muſt be ſerv'd, Sir: | 
But is your Name Don Fobn? 

John. It is, Sir. Petr. Then, | 
Firſt, for your own brave ſake I muſt embrace ye: 
Next, from the credit of your Noble Friend | 
Hernando de Alvara, make ye mine | 474 
Who lays his charge upon me in this Letter | 0 
To look ye out, and for the goodneſs in x, 4 
Whilſt your Occaſions mak ye Reſident b 8 1 | 47 
RW: e . 1 
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In this place, to ſupply ye, love and honour ye: 
Which had I known ſooner $140 
Jobn. Noble Sir, ied 
| You'll make my thanks too poor + I wear a Sword, Sir, 
And have a Service to be {till diſpos'd of, 
As you ſhall pleaſe command it. 155 
Perr. Gentle Sir, 5 
That manly courteſie is half my buſineſs: 
And to be ſhort, to make ye know I honour ye, 
And in all points believe your worth like Oracle, 
And how above my Friends, which are not few, 
And thoſe not ſlack, 1 eſtimate your Virtues, 
Make your ſelf underſtand, this Day Pezruchto, 
A Man that may command the ſtrength of this place, 
Hazard the boldeſt Spirits, hath made choice 
Only of you, and in a noble Office. 
John. Forward, I am free to entertain it. 
Petr, Thus then: 
I do beſeech ye mark me. 
John. I ſhall do it. 


| Petr, Ferrara's Duke, would I might call him worthy, 


But that he has raz'd out from his Family, 
As he has mine with infamy, this Man, 
Rather this powerful Monſter, we being left 
But two of all our Houſe, to ſtock our Memories, 
My Siſter, and my ſelf; with Arts, and Witchcrafts, 
Vows, and ſuch Oaths Heav'n has no Mercy for, 
Drew to diſhonour this weak Maid, by ſtealths, 
And ſecret Paſſages I knew not of, 
Oft he obtain'd his wiſhes, oft abus'd her: 
I am aſham'd to ſay the reſt: This purchas'd, 
And his hot Blood allay'd, as Friends forſake us 
At a Miles end upon our way, he left her, 
And all our Name to ruin. 

John. This was foul Play, 
And ought to be rewarded fo. 

Petr. I hope ſo; J 
He ſcap'd me Veſter- night: Which if he dare 

Again adventure for, Heav'n pardon him, 
I ſhall with all my Heart. 
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John. For me, brave Scignior, 
What do ye intend? | 
Perr. Only, fair Sir, this truſt, gab 2 
Which from the commendations of this Letter, 
I dare preſume well plac'd, nobly to bear him 
By word of Mouth a ſingle Challenge from me, 
That Man to Man, if he have Honour in him, 
We may decide all difference. 
John. Fair, and noble, 
And I will do it home: When ſhall I viſit ye? 
Petr. Pleaſe you this Afternoon, I will ride with you: 
For at a Caſtle fix Miles hence, we are ſure 
To find him. 
-Fohn. F11 be ready. 
Petr. To attend ye, 
My Man ſhall wait; with all my Love. [Ex. Petr. 
Jobn. My ſervice ſhall not fail ye. | 


Enter Frederick. 


Fred. How now? 

John. All's well: Who doſt thou think this on is? 
Gueſs, and thou canſt ? | 

Fred. I cannot. 

Fobn. Be it known then, 
To all Men by theſe preſents, this is he, 
She, ſhe, and only ſhe, our curious Coxcombs 
Were errant too Months after. 

Fred. Who, Conſtancia? 
Thou talk'ſt of Cocks and Bulls. 

John. I talk of Wenches, 
Of Cocks and Hens, Don Frederick; this is the Pullet 
We two went proud after. 

Fred. It cannot be. 

Jyolm, It ſhall be; 
Siſter to Don Petruchio : I know all, 1 Man. 

Fred. Now I believe. 

John. Go to, there has been ſtirring, 
Fumbling with Linnen, Frederic. 

Fred. Tis impoſſible, 
You know her Fame was wich as fire, OT 

11 , 1 * Fubu. 
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John. That pure fire 
Has melted out her Maiden-head : She is aal: 
We have all that hope of our ſide, Boy. 

Fred. Thou tell'ſt me, 
To my imagination, things incredible: s 
1 ſee no looſe Thought in her. | 
John, That's all one, 

She is looſe i'th' hiltsby Heav'n: But the World muſt know 

A fair way, upon Vow of Marriage. 

Fred. There may be ſuch a lip. 

John. And will be, Frederick, 
Whilſt the old Game's a-foot: 1 fear the Boy 
Will prove hers too I took up. 

Fred. Goad circumſtance 
May cure all this yet. 

John. There thou hit'ſt it, Frederick - 
Come, let's walk in and comfort her: Her being here 
Is nothing yet ſuſpected: Anon VII tell thee 
Wherefore her Brother came, who by this light 
Is a brave noble Fellow, and what Honour 

H'as done to me a Stranger: There be Irons 

Heating for ſome, will hiſs into their Heart bloods, 
E'er all be ended; ſo much for this time. 

Fred, Well, Sir, * [Exeunt. 


ACT IIl. SCENE L 


Enter Landlady, and Ber, 


Land. Cor ye do know. 
Pet. I do not by this hand, Miſtreſs. 
Bur L ſuſpect. 


Land. What? 

Per. That if Eggs continue 

Art this price, Women will nc'er be ſav'd 
By their good Works. 
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Land. I will know. 
Pet. Ye ſhall, any thing 

Lies in my Power: TheDuke of Lorain now _ 

Is ſeven thouſand ſtrong: I heard it of a fiſh-wite, 

A Woman of fine Knowledge. | 
Land. Sirrah, Sirrab. (ſuſpected 
Pet. The Pope's Bulls are broke looſe too, and *tis 

They ſhall be baited in England. 

Land. Very well, Sir. 
Pet. No, tis not ſo well neither. 
Land. But I ſay to ye. 

Who is it keeps your Maſter Company ? 

Pet. I fay to you, Don John. 
Land. I fay what Woman? 
Per. I fay fo too. 

Land. 1 ſay again, I will know. 
Pet. I ſay tis fit ye ſhould. 
Land. And I tell thee. 

He has a Woman here. 
Per. And I tell thee 

*Tis then the better for him. 

Land. You are no Bawd now ? 
Pet. Would I were able to be call'd unto it: 

A worſhipful Vocation for my Elders; 

For as I underſtand, it is a Place 

Fitting my Betters far, 

Land. Was ever Gentlewoman 

So frumpt off with a Fool? Well fawcy Sirrah, 

I will know who it is, and for what purpoſe ; 

I pay the Rent, and Iwill know how my Houſe 

Comes by theſe Inflammations : If this geer hold, 

Beſt hang a Sign-Poſt up, to tell the Signiors, 

Here ye may have Lewdneſs at Livery, 


Enter Frederick. 


. Per. Twould be a great Eaſe to your Age. 
Fred. How now ? 5 
Why what's the matter, Landlady ? 
Land. What's the Matter? 
Ye uſe me decently among ye, Gentlemen. 
Tel 3 $5 a 7 Fred. 


wo | | 
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Fred. Who has abus'd her, you, Sir? 
Land. Ods my Witneſs E 
J will not be thus treated, that I will not. 
Peter. I gave her no ill Language. 
Land. Thou heit lewdly, 
Thou took'!t me up at every Word I ſpoke, 
As Thad been a Maukin, a flurt Gillian TTY 
And thou think'it, becauſe thou can't write and read, 
Our Noſes mutt be under thee. 
Fred. Dare you, Sirrah ? 
Peter, Let but the Truth be known, Sir, Ibeſeech ye, 
She raves of Wenches, and I know not what, Sir. 
Land. Go to, thou know'ſt too well, thou wicked 
Thou Inſtrument of Evil. (Varlet, 
Peter. As I live, Sir, 
She is ever thus till Dinner. 
Fred. Get ye in, 
I'll anſwer you anon, Sir. 
Peter. By this Hand 1 TAN 
Fi] break your Poſſet-Pan. | Exit. 
Land. Then by this Hood 
I'll lock the Meat up. 
Fred. Now your Grief, what is't? Ly 


For I can gueſs ——— 


Land. Ye may with Shame enough, 
If there were Shame amongſt ye; nothing thought on, 
But how ye may abuſe my Houſe ? not ſatisfy'd 
With bringing home your Baſtards to undo me, 
Burt you muſt drill your W hores here too? My Patience 
(Becauſe I bear, and bear, and carry all, * 
And as they ſay am willing to groan under) 

Muſt be your Make-ſport now. 
Fred. No more of theſe Words, 


Nor no more Murmurings, Lady: For you know 
That Ik now ſomething. Idid ſuſpect your Anger, 


But turn it preſently and handſomely, 
And bear your ſelf diſcreetly to this * IO 
For ſuch an one there is indeed. i 
Land. Tis well, Sogn. : 9 

OE ; FEY ef: 20d WH» eee. e Fred, 
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Fred. Leaving your Devils Matins, and your Melan- 
7 Or we ſhall leave our Lodgings. | (cholies, 
FF Land. You have much need 

EF To uſe theſe vagrant ways, and to much Profit: 

5 Ye had that might content 
Mt home within your ſelves too) right good Gentlemen, 
| W holeſome, and ye ſaid handſome: But you Gallants, 

Beaſt that I was to believe ye . 
Fed. Leave your Suſpicion : 

For as I live there's no ſuch thing. 

Land. Mine Honour 
'Y And 'twere not for mine Honour. 
E | Fred. Come, your Honour, 
® Your Houſe, and you too; it you dare believe me, 
Are well enough: Sleek up your ſelf, leave crying, 
For I muſt have ye entertain this Lady 
With all Civility, ſhe wel! deſerves it, 
Together with all Secreſy: I dare truſt ye, 
For I have found ye faithful : When you know her, 
You will find your own Fault: No more Words, hut do it. 
Land. You know you may command me. 


Enter Don John. 


John. Worſhipful Lady, 
How does thy Velvet Scabbard ? By this Hand 
Thou look'ſt moſt amiably, now could I willingly, 
And 'twere not for abuſing thy Geneva Print there, 
Venture my Body with thee. 
Land. You'll leave this Roguery 
When you come to my Years. 
John. By this Light 8 
Thou art not above fiftcen yet, a mcer Girl, 
Thou haſt not half thy Teeth: Come 
e 5 
Let her alone, ſhe has been vex'd already; 
She'll grow ſtark mad, Man. 15 
John. I would ſee her mad, 
An old mad Woman —— _ 
Fred. Prithee be patient. 


7; 
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John. Is like a Miller's Mare, troubled with Tooth- ach 
She'll make the rareſt Faces. ö 
Fred. Go, and do it, 
And do not mind this Fellow. 
Land. Well, Dohn John, 5 
There will be Times again; when, O good Mother, 
What's good for a Carnoſity in the Bladder ? 
0 O the green Water, Mother. 
John. Doting take ye; 
Do ye remember that? 
Fred. She has paid ye now, Sir. 
Land. Clary, ſweet Mother, Clary. 
Fred. Are ye ſatisfied? 
Land. VI never whore again, never give Petticoats 
5 And Wäaſtcoats at five Pound apiece: Good Mother, 
Quickly Mother; wy mock on, Son. 

n A Devil grind your old Chaps. [ Exit Landlady, 
Bel. By this Hand, Wench. . * 
I'll give thee a new Hood for this. 

Has ſhe met with your Lordſhip? 
Fobn. Touchwood take her. 


Enter Anthony. 


She's a rare Ghoſtly Mother. 
Ant. Below attends ye 
The Gentleman's Map, Sir, that was with you. 
John. Well, Sir; 1 
My time is come then; yet if my Project hold, 
You ſhall not ſtay behind 3 TI rather truſt 


Enter Conſtantia. | 1 
A Cat with ſweet Milk, Frederick , by her Face, 1 | 


a 


— 


feel her fears are working. 
Con. Is there no way 

do beſeech ye think yet, to divert 

This certain danger? 
Fred. Tis impoſſible; 5 

Their Honours are engag'd. 5 

Con. Then there muſt be murther, 
Which, Gentlemen, I ſhall no ſooner hear of, 
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Than make one in't: You may if you pleaſe, Sir, 
Make all go leſs yet. 
ohn. Lady, were't mine own Cauſe, 
I could diſpenſe; but loaden with my Friend's truſt, 
I muſt go on; though general Maſſacres 
As much I tear — 52 
Con. Do ye hear, Sir; for Heav'ns pity 
Let me requeſt one love of you. 
Fred. Ves, any thing. 
Con. This Gentleman I find too reſolute, 
Too hot and fiery for the Cauſe; as ever 
' You did a virtuous deed, for Honour's ſake 
Go with him, and allay him; your fair Lemper 
And noble Diſpoſition, like wiſh'd ſhow'rs, _ 
May quench thoſe eating fires, that would ſpoil all elſe, - 
I ſee in him Deſtruction. | 
Fred. will do it; 
And *tis a wiſe conſideration, 
To me a bounteous fayour. Hark ye, Jobn; 
I will go with ye. 
Fohn. No. 
Fred. Indeed I will. 
Ye go upon a hazard; no denial, 
For as live, I'll go. 
John. Then make ye ready, 
For I am ſtraight o' Horſe-back. 
Fred. My Sword on, | 
T am as ready as you; what my beſt labour, 
With all the art I have can work upon 'em, ; 
Be ſure of, and expect fair end; the old Gentlewoman 
Shall wait upon vou; ſhe is both grave and private, 
And ye may truſt her in all points. | 
Con. You are noble; | | . 
And ſo l kiſs your hand. 
Jobn. That ſeal for me too, 
And | hope happy iſſue, Lady. . 
Cm, All Heav'ns Care upon ye, and my Prayers. 
Fohn. So, „ 
Now my Mind's at reſt. 3 
Fred. Away, tis late, bn. Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL. 
Enter Antonio, 4 Surgeon, and two Gentlemen. 


1 Gent. Come, Sir, be hearty, all the worſt is paſt, 

Ant. Give me ſome Wine. 

Sur. Tis death, Sir. 

Ant. Tis a Horle, Sir. 
To be dreſt to the Tune of Ale only! 
Nothing but Sawces to my Sores! 

2 Gent. Fie, Antonio, 
You muſt be govern'd. 

Ant., Fas given me a damn'd Clyſter, 
Only of Sand and Snow-Water, Gentlemen, 
Has almoſt ſcowr'd my Guts out. 

Sur. 1 have giv'n you that, Sir, 

Is fitteſt for your State. 

Ant. And here he feeds me 
With rotten ends of Rooks, and drown'd Chickens, 
Stew'd Pericraniums, and Pia-maters; _ 

And when I go to Bed (by Heav'n 'tis true Gentlemen) 
He rolls me up in Lints, with Labels at 'em, 
That I am juſt the Man i'th' Almanack, 

In Head and Face, is Ar:es Place. 

Sur. Will't pleaſe ye 
To let your Friends ſee you open'd? 

Ant. WilPt pleaſe you, Sir, | 
To let me have a Wench ? I feel my Body 
Open enough for that yet. | 

Sur. How, a Wench ? 

Ant. Why look ye, Gentlemen, thus I am us'd {til}, 
I can get nothing thatI want. 

I Gent. Leave thele, things, 
And let him open ye. 
Ant. D' ye hear, Surgeon? 

Send for the Muſick, let me have ſome Pleaſure 

To entertain my Friends, beſides your Sallads, 


Lour green Salves, and your Searches, and ſome Wine too, 


Thar I may only ſmell to it; or by this Light 


©-" wth 


_" 


We'll beg ye Leave to play. 
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I'll die upon thy Hand, and ſpoil thy Cuſtom. 


137 


1 Gent. Let him have Muſick. 


Enter Rowland with Vine. 


Sur, Tis in the Houſe, and ready, | 
If he will ask no more but Wine — [ Muſick. 

2 Gent, He {hall not drink it. 

Sur. Will theſe things pleaſe ye? 

Ant. Ves, and Jet em ſing 
Jom Dorrie. . 


2 Gent. Tis too long. 
Ant. I'Il have Fobs Dorrie, 
For to that warlike Tune I will be open'd: (geon, 


Give me ſome Drink, have ye ſtopt the Leaks well, Sur- 
All will run out elſe? | 


Sur, Fear not. | - 
Ant. Sit down, Gentlemen - | 


And now advance your Plaiſters. | Songof John Dorrie. 
Give 'em ten Shillings, Friends; how do ye find me? 
What Symptoms do you ſee now? 

Sur. None, Sir, dangerous; 
But if you will be rul'd —— 

Ant, What Time? 

dur. I can cure you 


In forty Days, if you will not tranſgreſs me. 
Ant. have a Dog ſhall lick me whole in twenty 


In how long canſt thou kill me? 


Sur. Preſently. 1 : 
Ant. Do it, there's more Delight in't. 
1 Gent, You muſt have Patience. 


Ant. Man, I muſt have Buſineſs ; this fooliſh Fello 
Hinders himſelf; I have a dozen Raſcals 


To hurt within theſe five Days; good Man- mender, 


Stop me with ſome Parſly, like ſtuft Beef, 


And let me walk abroad. 
Sur. Ve ſhall walk ſhortly. 
Ant. For I muſt find Petruchio. a 


2 Gent. Time enough. (theſe three Days 
1 Gent. Come, lead him in, and let him ſleep: within 


2 Gent. , 
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2 Gent. And then how things fall, 
We'll certainly inform ye. 
Ant. But Surgeon, promiſe me 
T ſhall drink Wine then too. 
Sur. A little temper'd. . 
Ant. Nay, I'll no tempering, Surgeon. 
Sur. Well, as't pleaſe ye, 
So ye exceed not. 
Ant. Farewel : And if ye find 
The mad Slave that thus ſlaſh'd me, commend me to him, 
And bid him keep his Skin cloſe. 8 
I Gent, Take your Reſt, Sir. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Conſtantia, and Landlady. 


Conft. I have told ye all I can, and more than yet 
Thoſe Gentlemen know of me; ever truſting 
Your Counſel and Concealment ; for to me 
You ſeem a worthy Woman; one of thoſe 
Are ſeldom found in our Sex, wile and virtuous, 
Direct me beſeech ye. | 

Land. Yeſay well, Lady, . 
And hold ye to that Point, for in theſe Buſineſſes 
A Woman's Counſel that conceives the matter, 
(Do ye mark me? that conceives the matter, Lady) 
Is worth ten Mens Engagements: She knows ſomething, 
And out of that can work like Wax; when Men 
Are giddy-headed, either out of Wine, 
Or a more Drunkenneſs, vain Oſtentation, 
Diſcovering all; there is no more keep in *em 
Than hold upon an Eels Tail; nay, 'tis held faſhion 
To defame now all they can. 5 

Conſt. Ay, but theſe Gentlemen ———— 

Land. Do not you truſt to that; theſe Gentlemen 
Are as all Gentlemen of the ſame Barre; 
Ay, and the ſelf- ſame Pickle too. Be it granted, 
They have us'd ye with Reſpect and fair Behaviour, 
E'er fince ye came, do you know what mult follow? 
They are Spaniards, Lady, Gennets of high Mettle, 
Ms 1 | Things 


J 
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Things that will thraſh the Devil, or his Dam, 

Let *em appear but cloven. | 
Con. Now Heav'n bleſs me. (Lady, 
Land. Mad Colts will court the Wind; I know 'em, 

To the leaſt hair they have; and I tell you, 

Old as I am, let but the Pint Pot bleſs em, 

They'll offer to my Years 
Con. How ? | 

Land. Such rude Gambols —— 

Con. To you ? 

Land. Ay, and ſo handle me, that oft I am forc'd 
To fight of all four for my ſafety; there's the younger, 
Don Fohn, the arranteſt Fack in all this City 
The other, Time has blaſted, yet he will ſtoop, 

If not o'erflown,. and freely on the quarry 

H'as been a Dragon in his days. But Tarmont, 

Don Fenkin is the Devil himſelf, the Dog-days, 

The moſt incomprehenſible Whore-maſter, 

Twenty a Night is nothing; Beggars, Broom-women, 

And thole ſo miſerable, they look like Famine, 

Are all ſweet Ladies in his drink. 

Con. He's a handſome Gentleman 
Pity he ſhould be maſter of ſuch follies. 

Land. He's ne'er without a noiſe of Sirynges 
In's Pocket, thoſe proclaim him; birding Pills, 

Waters to cool his Conſcience, in ſmall Viols: 

With thouſand ſuch ſufficient Emblems; the truth is, 

Wh-ſe Chaſtity he chops upon he cares not, 

He flies at all; Baſtards upon my Conſcience, 

He has now in making, multitudes; the laſt Night 

He brought home one; I piry her that bore it, 

But we are all weak Veſſels, ſome rich Woman 

(For wile I dare not call her) was the Mother, 

For it was hung with Jewels; the bearing Cloth 

No leſs than Crimſon Velvet. 

Con. How? 5 
Land. Tis true, Lady. 

Con. Was it a Boy toc? | 

Land. A brave Boy; deliberation 
And judgment ſhew'd in's getting, as V1] ſay for him, 

Vor. III. K k | He's 
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He's as well paced for that ſport — 

Con. May I fee it? 

For there is a Deg of mine, a Gentlewoman, 
Has had a late miſchance, which willingly 

I would know further of; now if you pleaſe 

To be ſo courteous to me. 

Land. Ye ſhall ſee it: | 
But what do ye think of theſe Men now ye know 'em, 
And of the cauſe I told ye of? Be wile, 

Ye may repent too late elſe ; I but tell you 
For your own good, and as you will find it, Lady, 

Con. 1 am advis'd. | 

Land. No more words then; do that, 

And inſtantly, I told ye of, be ready; 
Don John, I'll fit you for your trumps. * 
Con. I ſhall be: W | 
But ſhall I ſee this Child? ” 

Land. Within this half hour; 

Let's in, and there think better; ſhe that's wile, 
Leaps at occaſion firſt; the reſt pay for it. [ Exeun 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Petruchio, Don John, and Frederick. 


John. Sir, he is worth your knowledge, and a Gentleman, 
If chat ſo much love him, may commend him, 
Of free and virtuous Parts; and one, if foul play 
Should fall upon us, for which fear | brought him, 
Will not fly back for phillips. 
Petr. Ye much honour me, 
And once more I pronounce ye both mine. 
Fred. Stay, what Troop . 
Is that below i'th' Valley there? 
F-bn, Hawking, I take it. Fe” 
Petr. They are ſo; tis the Duke, tis even he, Gentlemen, 
Sirrah, draw back the Horſes till we call ye, 
I know him by his Company. 
Fred. I think tos 85 
He bends up this way, = 
Petr. So he does. 


2 John, 


- * 
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John. Stand you till 
Within that Covert 'till I call : You, Frederick, 
By no means be not ſeen, unleſs they offer 
To bring on odds upon us; he comes forward, 
Here will I wait him fairly: To your Cabins. 
Petr, I need no more inſtruct ye? 


John. Fear me not, | 5 
TN give it him, and boldly. [ Ex, Petr. and Fred. 


Enter Duke * his Faction. 


Duke. Feed the Hawks up, 
We'll fly no more to day; O my bleſt Fortune! 
Have I ſo fairly met the Man? 

John. Ye have, Sir, 

And him you know by this. 

Duke. Sir, all the honour 

And love 
John. I do heſeech your Grace ſtay there, 

(For I know ye too now) that love and honour 

I come not to receive; nor can you give it, 

"Till ye appear fair to the World; I mult beſeech by 

Diſmiſs your train a little. 

Duke. Walk aſide, 

And out of hearing, I command ye: Now, Sir. 
John. Laſt time we met, I was a Friend. 
Duke. And nobly, 

You did a Friend's Office: Let your|! buſineſs 

Be what it may, you muſt be {til 
Fobn. Your pardon, 

Never a Friend to him, cannot be Friend 

To his own Honour. 

Duke. In what have I tranſgreſs'd it? 

Ye make a bold breach at the firſt, Sir. 
John. Bolder, 

You made that breach that let in infamy, : 

And ruin, to ſurpriſe a noble Stock, *. 
Duke. Be plain, Sir. | | 
John. I will, and ſhort; 

Ye have wrong'd a Gentleman, 

Little behind your ſelf, E all Juſtice 


Beyond 


FF 


% * 


And I beſeech you pardon my Suſpicions. 
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Beyond mediation of all Friends. 


uke. The Man, and manner of wrong ? 
John. Petruchio, | 


The wrong, ye have W hor'd his Siſter. 


Duke. What's his will in't? 

John. His will is to oppoſe, you like a Gentleman, 
And ſingle, to decide all. 

Duke. Now ſtay you, Sir, | | 
And hear me with the like belief: This Gentleman, 
His Siſter that you nam'd, 'tis true J have long lov'd, 
Nor was that love laſcivious, as he makes it 
As true, I have enjoy'd her: No leſs truth, 
I have a Child by her: But that ſhe, or he, 
Or any of that. Family are tainred, 
Suffer diſgrace, or ruin, by my Pleaſures, 
I wear a Sword to fatisfie the World no, | 
And him in this cauſe when he pleaſe; for know, Sir, 
She is my Wife, contracted before Heav'n, 
(Witneſs I owe more tye to, than her Brother). 
Nor will I fly from that Name, which long ſince 
Had had the Churches approbation, | 
But for his jealous danger. _ e 

John. Sir, your pardon, 
And all that was my Anger, now my Service. 

Duke. Fair Sir, I knew | ſhould convert ye; had we 
But that rough Man here now too 

John. And ye ſhall, Sir: 
W hoa, hoa, hoo. | TE 

Duke. I hope ye have laid no Ambuſh ? 


Enter Petruchio. 
John. Only Friends. 
Duke. My noble Brother welcome: 


Come put your anger off, we'll no fighting, 
© Unleſs you will maintain I am unworthy 
_ To bear that Name. 5 


Petr. Do you ſpeak this heartily? =o 
Duke. e my Soul, and truly; the firſt Prieſt 


Shall put you out of theſe doubts. 


Petr. Now I love ye; 


Y ou 
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Vou are now more than a Brother, a brave Friend too. 
John. The good Man's over-joy'd. 


Enter Frederick. 


Fred. How, how, how goes it ? (Frederick, 
John. Why, the Van has his Mare ag ain, and all's well, 
The Duke profeſſes freely he's her Husband. 
Fred. I a good hearing. 
Jobn. Yes, tor modeſt Gentlemen. 
I mult preſent ye: May it pleaſe your Grace, 
To number this brave Gentleman, my Friend, 
And noble Kinſman, amongſt thoſe your Servants. (me 
Duke. O my brave Friend! you ſhower your Bounties on 
Amongſt my beſt thoughts, Seignior, in which number 
You being worthily diſpos'd already, 
May place your Friend to honour me. 
Fred. My love, Sir, | 
And where your Grace dares truſt me, all my ſervice. 
Petr, Why? this is wondrous happy: But now, Brother, 
Now comes the bitter to our {weet : Conſtantia. 
Duke, Why, what of her? | 
Petr. Nor what, nor where, do I know 
Wing'd with her fears laſt Night, beyond my knowledge, 
She quit my Houſe, but whither? — bs . 
Fred. Let not that a — 
Duke. No more, good Sir, Lhave heard too much. 
Petr. Nay ſink not, 1 = 
She cannot be ſo loſt, _ 
Jobn. Nor ſhall not, Gentlemen; 3 
Be free again, the Lady's found; that ſmile, Sir, 
Shews ye diſtruſt your Servant. 
Duke. I do beſeech ye. 5 
Fobn. Ve ſhall believe me: By my Soul ſhe is ſafe. 
Dube. Heav'n knows, I would believe, Sir. 
Fred. Ye may ſafely. 40 855 i 
John. And under noble uſage: This fair Gentleman 
Met her in all her doubts laſt Night, and to his Guard 
(Her fears being ſtrong upon her ſhe gave her Perſon, 
Who waited on her to our Lodging; where all reſpect, 
Civil and honeſt ſervice now attend ger. 
e Petr, 
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Petr. Ye may believe now. 
Duke. Yes, I do, and ſtrongly : 

Well, my good Friends, or rather my good Angels, 

For ye have both preſery'd me; when theſe Virtues 
Die in your Friend's Remembrance ———— 

Jobn. Good your Grace, 

Loſe no more time in Compliment, tis too precious, 

I kgow it by myſelf there can be no Hell 

To his that hangs upon his Hopes; only 

In way of luſtly Pleaſures. 

Pet. He has hit it. 

Freed. To horſe again then, for this Night Pl crown 
With all the Joys ye wiſh for. 

Petr. Happy Gentlemen. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Franciſco. 


Fran, This is the maddeſt Miſchief: never Fool 
Was fo fobb'd off, as Iam; made ridiculous, 
And to my ſelf mine own Aſs: Truſt a Woman? 
I'll rruſt the Devil firſt ; for he dare be | 
Better than's Word ſometime: What Faith haveI broke? 
In what Obſervance fail'd? Let me conſider, | 


Enter Don John, 'and Frederick. 


For this is monſtrous Uſage. 

Fred. Let them talk, 
We'll ride on fair and ſoftly. 

Fran. Well, Conſtantia. 

Fred. Conſtantia! what's this Fellow? Stay by all means. 

Han. Ye have ſpun your ſelf a fair Thread now. 

Fred. Stand ſtill, John. 

Fran. What Cauſe had you to fly? What Fear poſſeſt 
Were you not ſafely lodg'd from all Suſpicion? |[ ye? 
Us'd with all nts means ? Did any know 
How ye came thither, or what your Sin was. 

Fred. John, | 
I ſmell ſome Juggling, Fobn. 

Fobn, Yes, Frederick, I fear it will be "INS ſo. 
Fran. So ſtrangely, 


Wakous the Counſel of your Friends z ſo  defpernely | 
| 0 
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To put all Dangers on ye? 
Fred. Tis ſhe. | 
Fran. So deccitfully, 
After a Stranger's Lure! 
John. Did ye mark that, Frederick ? 
Fran. To make ye appear more Monſter ; and the Law 
More cruel to reward ye? to leave all, 
All that ſhould be your Safeguard, to ſeek Evils? 
Was this your Wiſdom ? this your Promiſe? well, 
He that incited ye 
Fred. Mark that too. | 
John. Yes, Sir. (Lady, 
Fran. Had better have plough'd farther off; now, 
What will your laſt Friend, he that ſhould preſerve ye, 
And hold your Credit up, the brave Antonio, 
Think of this Slip? He'll to Perrue hio, 
And call for open Juſtice. 
John. Tis ſhe, Frederick. 
Fred. But what that he is, ohn. 
Fran. I do not doubt yet 
To bolt ye out, for I know certainly | 
Ve are about the Town ſtill: Ha, no more Words. Exit. 
Fred, Well. | _ 
John. Very well. 
Fred. Diſcreetly. 
Fohn. Finely carried. 
Fred. You have no more of theſe Tricks? 
John. Ten to One, Sir. 
I ſhall meet with em if ye have. 
Fred. Is this honeſt ? . | 5 
John. Was it in you a Friend's part to deal double? 
I am no Aſs, Don Frederick, | 
Fred, And, Don John, 
It ſhall appear I am no Fool: 5 
Diſgrace me to make your ſelf a Lecher? 
Tis boyiſh, tis baſe. b 2 
obs. Tis falſe, and moſt unmanly to upbraid me, 
Nor will I be your Bolſter, Sir. 
Fred. Thou wanton Boy, thou hadſt better have been 


Thou common W oman's Courteſy, than thus (Eunuch, 
„„ K k 4 * Laſci> 
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Laſcivious, baſely to have bent mine Honour. 
A Friend? I'll make a Horſe my Friend firſt. 

John. Holla, holla, re. 
Ye kick too faſt, Sir: What ſtrange Brains have you got, 
That dare crow out thus bravely? I better been an Eu- 
T privy to this Dog-trick ? clear your ſelt, (nuch? 
For I know where the wind fits, and moſt nobly, 
Or as I have a life —— . 55 

Fred. No more: They're Horſes. 

3 A noiſe within like Horſe 
Nor ſhew no diſcontent : To Morrow comes 
Let's quietly away : It ſhe be at home, 
Our jealouſies are put off. 
John. The Fellow, 
Enter Duke, and Petruchio, 

We have loſt him in our Spleens, like Fools. 

Duke. Come, Gentlemen, 58 
Nov ſet on roundly: Suppole ye have all Miſtreſſes, 
And mend your pace according. ö 

Petr. Then have at ye. [ Exeunt, 


—— 2 V > id N 


ACT IV. SCENE I 
Enter Duke, Petruchio, Frederic k, and John. 
OW to Bologna, my moſt honoured Brother, 


Petr, N | 1 Brot 
1 .I dare pronounce ye a hearty, and ſafe welcome, 
Our Loves ſhall now way-lay ye; welcome, Gentlemen. 
Fohn. The ſame to you, brave Sir; Don Frederick, 
Will ye ſtep in, and give the Lady notige 
Who comes to honour her? WES 
Petr. Bid her be ſudde n 
We come to ſee no curious Wench: A Night-gown 
Will ſerye the turn: Here's one that knows her nearer. 
Fred. V|l tell her what ye ſay, Sir, [Exit Fred. 
. Duke: My dear Brains 7 NS 
Ye are a merry Gentleman. 


8 
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Petr. Now will the Sport be, 94 
To obſerve her Alterations; how like a Wild- fire 
She'll leap into your Boſom; then ſeeing me, 
Her Conſcience, and her Fears creeping upon her, 
Dead as a Fowl at Souſe, ſhe'll fink. 

Duke. Fair Brother, 
I muſt entreat you 
Petr. I conceive your Mind, Sir, 
J will not chide her: Vet ten Duckets, Duke, 


She falls upon her Knees,ten more ſhe dare not 


Duke. I muſt not have her frighted. 
Perr. Well, you ſhall not: 


Enter Frederick, and Peter. 


But like a Summers Evening againſt Hear, 
Mark how I'll gild her Cheeks ? | 
Foby. How now? 
Fred. Ye may, Sir : 3 
Not to abuſe your Patience, noble Friends, 
Nor hold ye off with tedious Circumſtance, 


For you muſt know—— = 


Petr. What? I 
Duke. Where is ſhe? 
Fred. Gone, Sir. 
Duke, How? 
Petr. What did you ſay, Sir? 
Fred. Gone, by Heav'n, removed, 
The Woman of the Houſe too. 
 Fobn. Well, Don Frederick. 
_ Fred. Don Joby, it is not well, but 
Petr. Gone? 1 9 Sh 
Fred. This Fellow 
Can teſtify I lie net 
Peter. Some four Hours after 
My Maſter was departed, with this Gentleman, 
My Fellow and my ſelf being ſent of Buſineſs, 
. (As we muſt think) of purpoſe— * © 
 Perr. Hang theſe Circumſtances, 
They appear like Owls, to ill Ends, 
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Jobn. Now could I eat 

The Devil in his own Broth, I am ſo tortur d. 

Gone? . ; | 
Petr. Gone? (have me ſay? 
Fred. Directly gone, fled, ſhifted : What would he 
Duke. Well, Gentlemen, 


Wrong not my good Opinion. 


Fred. For your Dukedom 
I will not be a Knave, Sir. 
Jobn. He that is, 
A Rot run in his Blood. 
Petr. But hark ye, Gentlemen, 


Are ye ſure ye had her here, did ye not dream this? 


Fohn. Have you your Noſe, Sir? 
Petr. Yes, Sir. 
John. Then we had her. 
Perr. Since you are ſo ſhort, believe your having her 
Shall ſuffer more Conſtruction. 
John. Let it ſuffer. 
But if I be not clear of all Diſhonour, 
Or Practice that may taint my Reputation, 
And ignorant of where this Woman is, 


Make me your City's Monſter. 


Duke. believe ye. | 

John. I could lie with a Witch now, to be reveng'd 
Upon thatRaſcal did this. 

Hed Only thus much 
I would deſire your Grace, for my Mind gives me 
Before Night yet ſhe is yours: Stop all Opinion, 
And let no Anger out, till full Cauſe call it, 
Then every Man's own Works to juſtify him, 
And this Day let us give to ſearch : My Man here 
Tells me, by chance he ſaw out of a Window 
(Which Place he has taken notice of) ſuch a Face 


As our old Landlady's, he believes the ſame too, 


And by her Hood 1 it: Let's firſt thither, 


For ſhe being found, all's ended. 
Duke. Come, for Heav'n's ſake, - 


And Fortune, and thou be'ſt not ever turning, 


If. 


& 
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If there be one firm Step in all thy Reelings, 
Now ſettle it, and ſave my Hopes: Away Friends. Exeunt. 


SC S103 it; 
Enter Antonio and his Servant. 


Ant. With all my Jewels? 

Ser. All, Sir. 

Ant. And that Mony 
T left i'th' Trunk? 

Ser. The Trunk broke, and that gone too. 

Ant. Franciſcoof the Plot? 

Ser. Gone with the Wench too. thought 

Ant. The mighty Pox go with em: Belike they 
I was no Man of this World, and thoſe Trifles | 
Would but diſturb my Conſcience. 

Ser. Sure they thought, Sir, 
You would not live to perſecute em. 

Ant. W hore and Fidler, | 
Why, what a Conſort have they made? Hen and Bacon? 
Well, my ſweet Miſtreſs, well, good Madam Mar-tail ? 
You that have hung about my Neck, and lick'd me, 
Pll try how handſomly your Ladyſhip i 
Can hang upon a Gallows, there's your Maſter- piece; 
But hark ye, Sirrah, no Imagination 
Of where they ſhould be? 

Ser. None, Sir, yet we have ſearch'd 
All Places we ſuſpected; I believe, Sir, 
They have taken towards the Ports. 

Ant. Get me a Conjurer, 
One that can raiſe a Water-Devil, PIl port em; 
Play at Duck and Drake with my Mony; take heed, Fid- 
I'll dance ye by this Hand, your Fiddle-ſtick (ler; 
I'llgreaſe of a new Faſhion, for preſuming v4 
To meddle with my Degamboys: Get me a Conjurer, 
Enquire me out a Man that lets out Devils 
None but my C. Clife ſerve your turn? 

Ser, I know not ———— 


Ant. 


A 


: \ 
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Ant. In every Street, Tom Fool, any blear-ev'd 

With red Heads, and flat Noſes, can 1 5 15 r 
Thou ſhalt know 'em by their half Gowns and noBreechez: 
Mount my Mare, Fidler? Ha Boy! up at firſt daſh? 
Sit ſure, I'll clap a Nettle, and a ſmart one, | 
Shall make your Filly firk I will: fine, Fidler, 
I'll put you to your Plunge, Boy: Sirrah, meet me 
Some two Hours hence at home; in the mean time 
Find out a Conjurer, and know his Price, 
How he will let his Devils by the Day out, _ 
I' Il have em, and they be above Ground. Er. Ant 
Ser. Now bleſs me, ; 

What a mad Man isthis? I muſt do ſomething 
To pleaſe his Humour: Such a Man Pl ask for, 
And tell him where he is; but to come near him, 
Or have any thing to do with his Don Devils 
I thank my Fear, I dare not, nor I will not. Exit. 


SCENE Ill. 


Enter Duke, Petruchio, Frederick, John, Peter, 
| and Servant with Bottles, 


Fred. Whither wilt thou lead us? 
Peter. *Tis hard by, Sir. 
And ten to one this Wine goes thither. 
Duke. Forward. 5 
Petr. Are they grown ſo merry? 
Duke. Tis moſt likely, . 
She has heard of this good Fortune, and determines 
To waſh her Sorrows off. 
Peter. Tis ſo; that Houſe, Sir, 
Is it: Out of that Window certainly 
I ſaw my old Miſtreſſes Face. 
Petr. They are merry indeed, | [ Muſick, 
Hark, I hear Muſick too. 8 
Due. Excellent Muſick. TY 
Jobn. Would I were ev'n among 'em, and alone now; 
 APalate for the purpoſe in a corner, 58 


„ 
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And good rich Wine within me; what gay Sport 
Could I make in an Hour now ? 


S O N G. 


Welcome ſweet Liberty, and Care farewel, 
am mine own z 
She is twice damm d, that lives in Hell, 
When Heav'n is ſhown. 
Budding Beauty. blooming Tears 


Were made for Pleaſure, farewel Fears 
For nom I am my 55 . 8 


„ mine own Command, 


My Fortune always in my Hand. 


Fred. Hark a Voice too; 
Let's not ſtir yet by any means. 
Fohn. Was this her own Voice? 985 
Duke. Ves ſure. 
Fred. Tis a rare one. 


EA Enter Bawd (above.) 
Duke. The Song confirms her here too: For if ye mark 
It ſpake of Liberty, and free enjoying (it, 


The happy end of Pleaſure. 
Petr. Look ye there, Sir, 
Do ye know that Head? 
Fred. Tis my good Landlady, 
I find Fear has done all this. 
Jobn. She I ſwear, 
And now do l know by the hanging of her Hood, 
She is parcel drunk: ſhall we go in? 
Duke, Not yet, Sir, 9 5 
Petr. No, let em take their Pleaſure. 
Duke. When it is higheſt, IAuſic t. 
We'll ſtep in, and amaze em: Peace, more Muſick. 
Job. This Muſick murders me: What Blood have I now? 
Fred. 1 ſhould know that Face. | Enter Fran. and Exit. 
Fobn. By this Light tis he, Frederick, | 
That bred our firſt Suſpicions, the ſame Fellow. * 
— red. 


—_— 
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Fred. He that we overtook, and overheard too, 
Diſcourfing of Conſtantia, 
Jobn. Still the ſame ; 
Now he flips in. / 
Dake. What's that? "7 
Fred. She muſt be here, Sir: 
This is the very Fellow, I told your Grace 


Enter Franciſco. 


We found upon the way ; and what his Talk was. 
Petr. Why, ſure I know this Fellow; yes, tis he, 
Franciſco, Antonio's Boy, a rare Muſician, | 
He taught my Siſter on the Lute, and is ever 
(She loves his Voice ſo well) about her: Certain, 
Without all doubt ſhe is here: It muſt be ſo. 
obn. Here? That's no Queſtion : What ſhould our Hen 
Do here without her? If ſhe be not here (o'th' game elſe 
(I am ſo confident) let your Grace believe 
We two are arrant Raſcals, and have abus'd ye. 
Fred. I ſay ſo too. 
Jon. Why there's the Hood again now, 
The Guard that guides us; I know the Fabrick of it, 
And know the old Tree of that Saddle yet, twas made of 
A hunting Hood, obſerve it. 
Duke. Who ſhall enter? 
Petr. I'll make one. 
ohn. I, another. 
Duke. Bur ſo carry it, 
That all her Joys flow not together. 
John. If we told her, 
Your Grace would none of her? 
Duke. By no means, Signior, 
Twould turn her wild, ſtark frantick. 
Fohbn, Ot aflur'd her — 3 
Dude. Nothing of that ſtern Nature: This ye may, Sir, 
That the Conditions of our Fear yet ſtand 
On nice and dangerous Knittings: Or that a little 
I ſeem, todoubt the Child. 5 
Jobn. Would I could draw her 
To hate your Grace with theſe things. 


Patr. 
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Petr. Come, let's enter. Er. Petr. and John, 
And now he ſees me not, I'll ſearch her ſoundly. 
Duke. Now Luck of all ſides. | [Mufick. 


Fred. Doubt it not: More Muſick : 
Sure ſhe has heard ſome Comfort. 
Duke. Yes, ſtand ſtill, Sir. 
Fred. This is the maddeſt Song. 
Duke. Applyed for certain 5 
To ſome ſtrange Melancholy ſhe is loaden with. 
Fred. Now all the Sport begins — hark? 
Duke. They are amongſt 'em, 
The Fears now, and the Shakings? [Trampling above. 
Fred. Our old Lady 
(Hark how they run) is even now at this Inſtant 
Ready to loſe her Head-piece by Don John, 
Or creeping through a Cat-hole. [Petr. and Johnwithra. 
Petr. Bring em down, | OT. 
And you, Sir, follow me. 
Duke. He's angry with em, 
I muſt not ſuffer this. 5 | 
Fobn, within. Bowl down the Bawd there, 
Old Erre mater: You Lady Leachery, 
For the good-will I bear to th' Game, moſt tenderly 
Shall be lead out, and laſh'd. 


Enter Petruchio, John, Whore, and Bawd, 
with Franciſco. 


Dufte. Is this Conſtantia ? | 
Why Gentlemen? What do you mean? Is this ſhe? 
Where. I am Conſtantia, Sir. 
Duke, A Whore ye are, Sir. | 
Whore. *Tis very true: lam a Whore indeed, Sir. 
Petr. She will not lie yet, though ſhe ſteal, — 
Whore. A plain Whore, 
If you pleaſe to imploy me. 
Dufte. And an impudent — 
_ . Whore, Plain-dealing now is Impudence. 
One, if you will, Sir, can ſhew ye as much Sport 
In one half Hour, and with as much Variety, 
As a far wiſer Woman can in half a Year : 


For 
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For there my way lies. 
Duke. Is ihe not drunk too? 
Whore. A little gilded o'er, Sir. 
Old Sack, old Sack, Boys. 
Petr. This is ſaliant. : 
John. A brave bold Quean. 
Duke. Is this your Certainty? „ 
Do ye know the Man ye wrong thus, Gentlemen? 
Is this the Woman meant? Fred. No. 
Dube. That your Landlady? 
FJobn. I know not what to ſay. 
Duke. Am I a Perſon 
To be your Sport, Gentlemen? 
John. I do believe now certain | 
I am a Knave; but how, or when - — 
Duke, What are you? 
Petr. Bawd to this Piece of Pye-Meat. 
- Bawd. A poor Gentlewoman 
That lies in Town, about Law Buſineſs, 
And't like your Worſhips. 
Petr. You ſhall have Law, believe it. 
Bawd. l'Il ſhew your Maſterſhip my Caſe. 
Petr. By no means, 
I had rather ſee a Cuſtard. A 
Bawd. My dead Husband . 
111 
Jobn. Bleſs mine Eyes from Blaſting, 
I was neyer ſo frighted with a caſe. 
Bawd. And fo, Sir —— 
Petr. Enough, put up good Velvet Head. 
Duke. What are you two now, 
By your own free Confeſſions ? 
Fred. What you ſhall think us, 
Though to my ſelf I am certain, and my Life 
Shall make that good and perfect, or fall with it. (on't: 
 Fobn, We are ſure of nothing, Fred. that's the Truth 
Ido not think my Name's Don Fobn, nor dare not 
Believe any thing that concerns me, but my Debts, 
Nor thoſe in way of Payment: Things are ſo carried, 
What to entreat your Grace, or hoy to tell ye 


We 


— 


— 
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We are, or we are not, is paſt my Cunning, 
But I would fain imagine we are honeſt, 
And o'my Conlcience, I would fight int —— 

Duke, | hus then, | 
For we may be all abus'd. 

Petr. *Tis poſſible. 
For how ſhould this concern them? 

Duke. Here let's part 
Until to Morrow this time: We to our Way, 
To make this Doubt out, and you to your Way; 
Pawning our Honours then to meet again, 
When it ſhe be not found | 

Fred. We ſtand engaged 
To anſwer, any worthy way are call'd to. 

Duke. We ask no more. 

Whore. Ye have done with us then ? 

Petr. No, Dame. 

Duke. But is her Name Conſtantia? 

Petr. Yes, a Moveable 
Belonging to a Friend of mine: Come out, Fidler, 
What ſay you to this Lady? Be not fearful. 

Fran. Saving the Reverence of my Maſter's Pleaſure, 
I fay ſhe is a Whore, and that ſhe has robb'd him, 
Hoping his Hurts would kill him. 

Whore. Who provok'd me? 
Nay, Sirrah, ſqueak, I'Il ſee your treble Strings 
Ty'd up too: If I hang, Pl {poil your Piping, 
Your {weet Face ſhall not fave ye. 

Petr, Thou damn'd Impudence, 
And thou dry'd Devil; where's the Officer? 

Peter. He's here, Sir. 


Enter Officer, 
Petr. Lodge theſe ſafe, till I ſend for 'em; 
Let none come to em, nor no Noiſe be heard 
Of where they are, or why: Away. 
John. By this Hand, | 
A handſome Whore : Now will I be arreſted, 
And brought home to this Officer's : A ſtout W hore, 
3 * I love | 


| 


7s 


I will reprieve this Whore. 


And can do rare Tricks this way; for a Figure, 
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I love ſuch ſtirring Ware: Pox o' this Buſineſs, 
A Man muſt hunt out Morſels for another, 
And ſtarve himſelf: A quick ey'd Whore, that's Wild-fire, 
And makes the Blood dance through the Veins like Bil- 


(lows. 
Duke. Well, good Luck with ye. 


Fred. As much attend your Grace. 
Petr. To morrow certain — 
John. If we out- live this Night, Sir. 
Fred. Come, Don Jobn, 
We have ſomething now to do. 
John. 1 am ſure i would have, 
Fred. If the be not found, we muſt fight. 
Fobn. I am glad on't, | 2 
T have not fought a great while. 
Fred. If we die 


2 


Jo. There's ſo much Mony ſav'd in Leachery. [ Exeun:. 


1 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Euter Duke, Petruchio, below; and Vecchio, above. 


DFT ſhould be hereabouts. 
4 FPerr. Your Grace is right, 
This is the Houſe, I know it. 

Vec. Grace? Duke. *Tis further 
By the Deſcription we receiv'd. 

Petr. Good my Lord theDuke, 
Believe me, for I know it certainly, 
This is the very Houſe. 

Vec. My Lord the Duke? | | 

Duke. Pray Heav'n this Man prove right now. 

Petr. Believe it, he's a moſt ſufficient Scholar, 


_—_— 


Or raiſing an Appearance, whole Chriſtendom ' _ 
Has not a better; Ihaye heard ſtrange Wonders 118 
ey bi eue _ {1 
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Duke. But can he ſhew us where ſhe is? 
Petr. Moſt certain. | 

And for what cauſe too ſhe departed. 

Duke. Knock then. 5 

For I am great with Expectation, hl 

Till this Man fatisfie me: I fear the Saniarde, 

Yer they appear brave fellows : Can he tell us? 
Petr. With a wet Finger, whether they be falſe. 
Duke, Away then. Petr. Who's within here? 


Enter Vecchio, 


Vec. Your Grace may enter. 
Duke. How can ye know me? 
Petr. He knows all. 
Vec. And you, Sir. 


Exeunt: 


"SCENE . 
Euter Don John and Frederick. 


John. What do you call his Name? 
Fred. Why, Peter Vecchio. 
John. They ſay he can raiſe Devils, 
Can he make em Ee nr eng 
Tell Truth too, when he has rais'd *em ? for believe it, 
Theſe Devils are the lying'ft Raſcals. 
Fred. He can compel 'em. 
John. With what? Can he . 3 
Tye Squibs in their Tails, and fire the Truth out? 
Or make 'em cat a bawling Puritan, EET 
Whoſe ſanctified Zeal ſhall rumble like an Earth · quake? 
Fred. With Spells, Man. 5 
John. 1 with Spoons as ſoon, doſt thou think 
The Devil ſuch àn Aſs as People make him? 
Such a poor Coxcomb? ſuch a penny Foot-polt ! 
Compell'd with Croſs and Pile to runof Errands? 
With Aferoth, and Behemoth, and Belfagor ? 


112 — 
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Why ſhould he ſhake at Sounds, that lives in a Smith's 
Or, if he do — | (Forge? 
Fred. Without all doubt he does, hn. 
John. Why ſhould not Bilbo raiſe him, or a Pair of 
They go as big as any? or an unſhod Car, (Bullyons, 
W hen he goes, tumble, tumble o'er the Stones, 
Like Anacreon's drunken Verſes, 
Theſe make as fell a Noiſe ; methinks the Cholick 
Well handled, and fed with Small-Bcer 
Fred. Tis the Virtue —— (once, 
John. The Virtue ? nay, and Goodneſs fetch him up 
H'as loſt a Friend of me; the wiſe old Gentleman 
Knows when, and how; I'll lay this Hand to two Pence, 
Let all the Conjurers in Chriſtendom, | 
With all their Spells and Virtues, call upon him, 
And I but think upon a Wench, and follow it, 
1 He ſhali he ſooner mine than theirs; where's Virtue ? 
Fred Thou art the molt ſufficient, (PI ſay for thee). 
= Nor to believe a Thing 
John. O Sir, flow Credit | 
Is the beſt Child of Knowledge; I'll go with ye 
And if he can do any thing, I'll think _ 
As vou would have me. 
Fred. Let's erquire along, 
For certain we are not far off. 
John. Nor much nearer. a Exeunt. 


N t 
1 Enter Duke, Petruchio, and Vecchio. 


* Fec. You loſt her Veſter- night. 
Petr. How think you, Sir? 
Dube. Is your Name HVecehio? 
rec. Yes, Sir. Duke. And you can ſhew me, 
Theſe things you promiſe. 
A Vec. Vour Grace's Word bound to me, 
—__ - No 'and of Law ſhall ſcize me. 
1 Duke. As J live, Sir 


— _ 


Petr. 
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Petr. And, as | live,-that can do ſomething top, Sir. 
Vec. I take your Promiſes : Stay here a little, 
Till I prepare fome Ceremonies, and I'll fatisfie ye. 
The Lady's Name's Conſtantia ? Fetr. Yes. 
Vec. I come ſtraight. { Exit Vecchio. 
Duke. Sure he's a Learned Man. 
Petr. The moſt now living; 
Did your Grace mark when we told all theſe Circum— 
How cver and anon he bolted from us (ſtanc es, 
To uſe his Study's Help? 
Duke. Now | think rather 
To talk with ſome Familiar. 
Petr. Not unlikely, 
For ſure he has em ſubject. 
Duke. How could he elſe 
Tell when ſhe went, and who went with her ? 
Petr. True. | | . 
Duke. Or hit upon mine Honour; or aſſure me | 
The Lady lov'd me dearly ? 


Enter Vecchio, in his Habiliments. 
Petr. T was ſo. | 
Vec. Now, 
I do beſeech your Grace, fit down, and you, Sir 
Nay, pray fit cloſe like Brothers. 
Petr. A rare Fellow. ; 


- 
I 
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Vec. And what ye ſee, ſtir not at, nor uſe a Word, [ 
Until I ask ye; for what ſhall appear = 
Is but weak Apparition, and thin Air, . | 
Not to be held, nor ſpoken to. [ Knncking within, 


1 John, Frederick, and a Servant witbin. 3 
Duke. We are counſell'd i 
Vec. What Notfc-is that without there? 
Fred. within, We muſt ſpeak with him, 85 
Serv. within. He's buſie, Gentlemen. | 
John. within. That's all one, Friend, 1 
We muſt and will ſpeak with him, | 
_ Duke. Let em in, Sir, 
We know their Tongues x tis our 1 
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And in this very Cauſe that we now come for, 
They alſo come to be inſtructed. ; 
Vec. Let em in then: 
Sit down, I know your Meaning. 


4 | Enter Frederick, John, and Servant. 


Fred. The Dake before us? 
Now we ſhall ſure know ſomething. 
Hiec. Not a Queſtion, 
But make your Eyes your Tongues —— 
John This is a ſtrange Jugler, 
Neither indent before-hand for his Payment, 
Nor know the Breadth of the Buſineſs; ſure his Devil 


Domes out of Lapland, where they ſell Men Winds 
For dead Drink and old Doublets. 
Fred. Peace, he conjures. 

| Jobn. Let him, he cannot raiſe my Devil. 
x Fred. Prithee Peace. 


Vec. Appear, appear, 
And you ſoft Winds fo clear, 
That dance upon the Leaves, and make them ſing 
Gentle pick 58 to the Spring, | 

3 rt Gilding all the Vales below 

= -- - With your Verdure, as ye blow, 

| 1 Raiſe theſe Forms from under Ground, 


With a ſoft and happy Sound. | Soft Muſick. 


5 John. This is an honeſt Conjurer, and a pretty Poet; 
| I like his Words well, there's no Bombaſt in em. 
But do you think now he can cudgel up the Devil 
With this ſhort Staff of Verſes ? 25 
Fred. Peace, the Spirits — [2 Shapes of Women 


Jobn. Nay, and they be no worſe (paſſmg by. 
ec. Do ye know theſe Faces? : „ 
Dube. No. ph by [follows ; 


Vec. Sit ſtill upon your Lives then, and mark what 
Away, away. 155 wha | i ER 
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John. Theſe Devils do not paint ſure ? 
Have they no ſweeter Shapes in Hell? 
Fred. Hark now, John. | Conſtantia paſes by, 
Jobn. Ay, marry ,this moves ſomething like, this Devil 
Carries ſome Metal in her Gate. 
Voc. I find ye, 
You wou'd ſee her Face unvail' 47 
Duke. Ves. 
Vec. Be uncover'd. 
Duke. O Heay'n ! 
Voc. Peace. 
Petr. See how {he bluſhes. 
John. Frederick, 
This Devil for my Mony; this is ſhe, Boy. 
Why doſt thou ſhake ? I burn, 
2 ec. Sit ſtill, and ſilent. 
Duke. She looks back at me, now ſhe ſmiles, Sir. 


Vec. Silence. 
Duke. 1 muſt riſe, or I burſt. Exit Conſtantia. 


Vec. Yeſce what follows 
Duke. O gentle Sir, this Shape again. 
Vec. I cannot. 
"Tis all diſſolv'd again; this was che F igure? 
Duke. The very fame, Sir. 
No Hope once more to fee it? 
Fee. You might have kept it longer, had ye par di it, 
Now ' tis impoſſible. 


Duke. No means to find it? 
Pec. Ves, that there is, ſit {till a while, there's Wine 


To thaw'the Wonder from your Hearts; drink well, Sir. 
[i Exit Vecchio. 


John. This Conjurer ; is a right good Fellow too, 
A Lad of Mettle; two ſuch Devils more 
Would make me a Conjurer; what Wine is it? 


Fred. Hollock. 
hn. The Devil's in it then; look how it dances. 
Well, if I be —— 
Perr. 'We are all before ye, 


bat $ your beſt Comfort Sir. ME | 
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FJyobn. By th' Maſs, brave Wine; 
Nay, and the Devils live in this Hell, I dare venture 


Within theſe two Months yet to be delivercd 
Of a large Legion of 'em. 


Enter Vecchio. 


Duke, Here he comes; 
Silence of all ſides, Gentlemen. 
Vec. Good your Grace, | 7; 
Obſerve a ſtricter Temper, and you too, Gallants, 
 Yow'll be deluded all elſe. This merry Devil 
That next appears, for ſuch a one you'll find it, 
Muſt be call'd up by a ſtrange Incantat on, 
A Song, and I muſt ſing it: pray bear with me, 
And pardon my rude Pipe; for yet, e' er parting 
Twenty to one J pleaſe ye. | 
Duke. We are arm'd, Sir. 


* 


Petr. Nor ſhall you ſee us more tranſgreſs. 
Fred. What think'ſt thou 
Now, John? F 
John. Why, now do I think, Frederick, 
(And if I think amiſs Heav'n pardon me) 
This honeſt Conjurer, with ſome four or five 
Of his good Fellow-Devils, and my ſelf, 
Shall be yet drunk e'er Midnight. ; 


80 N 8. 


C away, thou Lady gay, | 2 
1 Hoiſt; how ſhe tumbles ? | 
Hark how ſhe mumbles. 


Dame Gillian. Anſwer. I come, I come. 


By old Claret I enlarge thee, 
By Canary thus I charge thee, 

By Britain Metbeglin, and Peeter, 
Appear, and anſwer me in mector. 


Why when ? 

Why Gill? 

_ Why when? 

eee Anſwer, Tow'll tarry till I am ready. 


Oxce 


IDS 
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Once again I conjure thee, 
By the Poſe in thy Noſe, 
And the Gout in thy Toes, 
By thine old dryed Skin, 
And the Mummy within ; 
By thy little, little Ruff, 
And thy Hood that's made of Stuff; 
By thy Bottle at thy Breech, 
And thine old ſalt Itch; 
By the Stakes, and the Stones, 
That have worn out thy Bones, 


Appear. 
Appear. 
Appear. 
Anſwer. ObT am here. 


Fred. Peace, he conjures. 9 | (now, 
John. Why, this is the Song, Frederick ; twenty pound 
To ſee but our Don Gillian. 


Enter Landlady and the Child. 


Fred. Peace, it appears. 3 
Fobn. I cannot peace; Devils in French Hoods, Frede- 
Satan's old Syringes? Duke. What's this? (rie? 
Viec. Peace. John. She, Boy. be 

Fred. What doſt thou mean? 

John. She, Boy, I ſay. Fred. Ha? 

John. She, Boy, 7 2 
The very Child too, Frederick. 

Fred. She laughs on us 
Aloud, Jobn, has the Devil theſe Affections? 

I do believe 'tis ſhe, indeed. 
Viec. Stand fill. 

John. I will not; 28 
Who calls Feronimo from his naked Bed? | 
Sweet Lady, was it you? if thou beeſt the Devil, 
Firſt, having croſt my ſelf, to keep out wildfire, 
Then faid ſome ſpecial Prayers to defend me 
Againſt thy moſt unhallowed Hood, haye at thee. 


Land. 


— 
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Land, Hold, Sir, I am no Devil. 
John. That's all one. 
Land. I am your very Landlady. 
John. I defie thee; 
Thus as St. Dunſtan blew the Devil's Noſe 
With a pair of Tongs, even ſo, Right Worſhipful 
Land. Sweet Son, I am old Gillian. 
Dude. This is no Spirit, 
Jobn. Art thou old Gillian, Fleſh and Bone ? 
Land. I am, Son. 0 
Vec. Sit ſtill, Sir, now ll ſhew you all. . > 
John. Where's thy Bottle? 1 en 
Land. Here, I beſeech ye, Sonn 
Jobn. For I know the Devil 
Cinnot aſſume that Shape. 
Fred. Tis ſhe, John. certain you 
John. A Hog's pox of your mouldy Chaps, what * 


Tumbling and juggling here? 
Land. 1 am quit now, Seignior, 
For all the pranks you play'd, and railings at me, 
Por to tell true, out of a trick I put 
Upon your high behaviours, which was a lie, 
But then it ſerv'd my turn, I drew the Lady 
Unto my Kinſman's here, only to torture 
Your Don- ſhips for a day or two; and ſecure her 
Out of all thoughts of Danger; here ſhe comes now. 


Enter Vecchio, and Conſtantia. 


Duke. May! yet ſpeak? 
Vec. Yes, and embrace her s, 

For one that loves you deare —— 
-Duke. O my Sweeteſt. 4 
Ferr. Bluſh not, I will not chide ye: 
Con. To add more 

Unto the joy I know, I bring ye, ſee, Sir, 

The happy Fruit of all our Vows! - 

Duke. Heav'ns Bleſling ' 

Be round about thee ever. 
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Fobn. Pray bleſs me too, 
For if your Grace be well inſtructed this way, 
You'll find the keeping half the getting. 
Duke. How, Sir? | 
Fohn. Vl tell you that anon. 
Con. Tis true, this Gentleman 
Has done a Charity worthy your fayour, 
And let him have it, dear Sir. | 
Duke. My beſt Lady v 
He has, and ever ſhall have: So muſt you, Sir, 
To whom I am equal bound as to my Being. 
Fred. Your Grace's humble Servant — 
Duke. Why kneel you, Sir? 
Viec. For pardon for my boldneſs ; yet *twas harmleſs, 


And all the Art I have, Sir; thoſe your Grace ſaw, 


W hich you thought Spirits, were my Neighbours Chil- 
Whom l inſtruct in Grammar here, and Muſick; (dren 
Their Shapes, the Peoples fond Opinions, | 
_ Believing I can Conjure, and oft repairing | 
To know of things ſtoln from em, I keep about me, 
And always have in readineſs, by conjecture - 
Out of their own Confeſſions, 1 oft tell 'em | Ng 
Things that by chance have fallen out ſo; which way 
9 the Perſons here, I knew you ſought for) 
wrought upon your Grace; my end is mirth, 
And pleaſing, if I can, all parties. 
Duke. I believe it, 1 
For you have'pleas'd me truly: So well pleas'd me, 
That when I ſhall forget it — 
Petr. Here's old Antonio, 
Iſpy'd him at a Window, coming mainly 
I know about his Whore, the Man you light on, 
As you diſcovered unto me; good your Grace, 
Let's ſtand by all, twill be a mirth above all, 
To obſerve his pelting fury. 
Vec. About a Wench, Sir? | 45 
Petr. A young Whore that has rob'd him. 
Fec. But do you know, Sir. | 


Where ſhe is? 
of Petr, 


= £ | % 


1 


1556 The Chances. 


Petr. Ves, and will make that perfect . 
Vec. I am inſtructed well then. 
John. If he come 
To have a Devil ſhew'd him, by all means 
Let me be he, I can roar 8880 
Petr. Be ſo, 1 
But take heed to his anger. 
Vec. Slip in quickly, 


There you ſhall find ſuits of all ſorts: When I call 


Be ready, and come forward. ¶ Exeunt all but Vecchio, 
Who's there comes in? 


Enter Antonio. 


Ant. Are you the Conjurer ? 
Vec. Sir, I can do a little 


That way, if you pleaſe to employ me. 


Ant. Preſently, ſhew me a Devil that can tell 
Vec. Where your Wench is. 
Ant. You are i'th' right; as alſo where the Fidler z 


That was conſenting to her. 


Vec. Sit ye there, Sir, 
Ye ſhall know preſently : Can ye pray heartily * ? 
Ant. Why is your Devil ſo furious? 
Vec. I muſt ſhew ye 
A form may chance afſright ye. 
Ant. He muſt fart fire then: 
Take you no care for me. | 
Vec. Aſcend, Aſterth, 


Enter Don John like a Spirit. 


Why, when, appear 1 ſay Now queſtion him: 


Ant. Where is my W hore, Don Devil? 
Fobn. Gone to China, 


| To be the. great Chamw's Miftrek. 


Ant. That's a lye, Devil. 


Where are my Jewels? 


Jobn. Pawn'd for Petticoats. 


Ant. FRO may be: Where's the Fidler? g 
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John. Condemn'd to th' Gallows 
For robbing of a Mill. 

Ant. The lyingſt Devil 
That cer I dealt withal, and the unlikelieſt! 


W hat was that Raſcal hurt me? ? 
Fobn. I. | 


Ant. How? 
John. I. OD 
Ant. Who was he? 
Fohn. I. 
Ant. Do yeu hear, Conjurer? 
Dare you venture your Devil: r 
Vec. Yes. 
Ant. Then I'll venture my Dagger; 
Have at your Devil's Pate; do you mew? 


. Euter All. 

Pec. Hold. 

Petr. Hold there, 

Ido command you hold. 
Ant. Is this the Devil? 

Why, Conjurer 
Petr. He has been a Devil to you, Sir; 

But now you ſhall forget all; your Whore's ſafe, 

- Andall your Jewels, your Boy too. 

Fohn. Now the Devil indeed 

Lay his ten Claws upon thee, for my Pate 

Finds what it is to be a Fiend. 
Ant. All ſafe? 
Petr. Pray ye know this Nenn ; alls right now. 
Ant. Your Grace 

May now command me then: But where's my Whore? =» 
Petr. Ready to go to whipping, 
Ant. My W hore whipt ? 
Petr. Yes, your Whore without doubt, Sir. 
Au. Whipt! pray, Gentlemen. (the young Boy 
D. Why, would you have her once more rob ye? 

| You may forgive, he was entic d. 


John 


| 
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Wan. en carry pity: A handſome Whore: | 
Ant. A Gentleman I warrant thee. | 
Petr. Let's in all, | 
And if we {ce contrition in your Whore, Sir, 
Much may be done. 
Duke. Now my Dear Fair to you, 
Ang the full Conlummation of my Vow. (Brem, 
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Dramatis Perſons. 
M E N. 


obe. 2 Brothers, Dukes of N or mandy. 


| Otto, 
Aubrey, their Kinſman. 
Gisbert, the Chancellor. 
Baldwin, the Prince's Tutor, 


* Grandprec, 
a. Þ Caprains of Rollo Faction. 


8 * 8 Captains of Otto's Faction. 
Latorch, Rollo's Earwrg. 
Hamond, Captain of the Guard 70 Rollo. 
Allan, his Brother. 
Norbrett, } 
La Fisk, 
Z 
— __DcBube, 
Pipcau, 


Five cheating Rogues. 


N 


Teoman of the ME: 
3 Butler. 
Fauler. 
= . 1 
3 Sheriff. 
= Guard. 
leer.. 
Bs. 


WOM E N 


| ahi Mother to the Dukes. AY 
Matilda, her Daughter. . 
Edith, — 2 z0 Baldwin, ”; 
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ACTI SCENE I. 


3 Giabert and Baldwin. 


BALDWIN. 
HE Brothers then are met? | 
Sich. They are, Sir. - 
Vi TOE "Lis thought they may be recon- 
cil'd 
N . .Gisb. Tis rather wiſht, for ſuch, whoſe | 
Reaſon 
Doth direct their Thoughts without Selt-Flattery, - 
Dare not hope 1 it. (liev'd | 4 
Bald. The Fires of 8 whitch the dead Duke be- . 

His equal Care of both would have united, : 


Ambition hath divided : And there are 

Too many on both Parts, that know they cannot 

Or riſe to Wealth or Honour, their main Ends, 

Unleſs the Tempeſt of the Prince's Fury 1 

Make troubled Seas, and thoſe Seas yield fit Billows g = 
In their bad Arts to give 15 to a Calm, .- 

Which yielding reſt and good, prove their Ruin, 


And in the Shipwrack o their Hopes and Fortunes, * 
The Dukedom might be fav'd, had it but ten os 
That ftood affected to the general good, LL _ 
With that confirm'd Zeal which brave Aubrey does; : Fo 
Gisb" He is indeed the perfect Character 
Vor. III. Mm Of 
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| ER Of a good Man, and ſo his Actions ſpeak him 
W | Bald. But did you obſerve the many Doubts and Cau- 
| The Brothers ſtood upon before they met ? (tions 
SGisb. I did; and yet, that ever Brothers ſhould 
_ - Stand on more nice Terms, than ſworn Enemies 
After a War proclaim'd, would with a Stranger 
Wrong the Reporter's Credit; they ſaluted 
At diſtance , and fo ſtrong was the Suſpicion 
Each had of other, that before they durſt 
Embrace, they were by ſeveral Servants ſearch'd, 
As doubting conceal'd Weapons, Antidotes 
Ten openly by both, fearing the Room 
Appointed for the Interview was poiſon'd, ' 
The Chairs and Cuſhions, with like care, ſurvey'd ; 
And, in a word, in every Circumſtance, . 
4 So jealous on both Parts, that it is more 
| Than to be fear'd, Concord can never join 
Minds ſo divided. 
Bald. Yet our beſt Endeavours 
K Should not be wanting, Gisbert. 
Gib. Neither ſhall they. 


Enter Grandpree and Verdon. 


But what are theſe? 88 | 
1 Bald. They are without my Knowledge; 
=_ But by their Manners and Behaviours, 
= They ſhould expreſs themſelves. 
bw Grand. Since we ſerve Rollo, 
1 The elder Brother, we'll be Rollians, | 
_ Who will maintain us, Lads, as brave as Romans; 
== - You ſtand for him? So 
=_ Verd. I do. 
—_— - Grand. Why, then obſerve 
= How much the Buſineſs, your ſo long'd-for Buſineſs, 
By Men that are nam'd from their Swords, concerns you. 
| Leechery, our common Friend, ſo long kept under, 
With Whips, and beating fatal Hemps, ſhall riſe, 
And Bawdry, in a French Hood plead, before her 
Vir»inity ſhall be carted. 5 18 
Ferd. Excellent! 


— 


— — . ͤ— . —— Corte 1 


k 


5 FIA _ : [ RP — 
n * n * TOY -- L a 1 5 1 * e 
| * * 
1 ” 


Grand, 


„ * — - TY 
„ #; * ; 
of nd 


$ 


The Bloody Brother. 1563 
Grand. And Hell but grant, theQuarrel that's between 


The Princes may continue, and the Buſineſs 
That's of the Sword, rout-laſt three Suits in Law, 


And we will make Attornies Lanſpriſadoes, 


And our brave Gown-men Practiſers of Back-ſword ; 


The Pewter of all Serjeants Maces ſhall 


Be melted, and turn'd into common Flaggons, 
In which it ſhall be lawful to carouſe | 


To their moſt lowſie Fortunes. 


Bald. Here's a Stateſman. = 
Grand. A Creditor ſhall not dare, but by Petition, 
To make Demand of any Debt; and that 
Only once every Leap-year, in which, if 
The Debtor may be won for a French Crown, 


To pay a Soulz, he ſhall be regiſtred 


His Benefactor. 
Verd. The Chancellor hears you. 
Grand. Fear not, I now dare ſpeak as loud as he, 
And will be heard, and have all I ſpeak Law; 
Have you no Eyes? There is a Reverence due 
From Children of the Gown, to Men of Action. 
Gisb. How's this? | | 
Grand. Even ſo; the Times, the Times are chang'd, 
All Buſineſs is not now preterr'd in Parchment, 
Nor ſhall a Grant paſs that wants this Broad-Seal ; 
This Seal, d'ye ſec? Your Gravity once laid 
My Head and Heels together in the Dungeon, 
For cracking a ſcald Officer's Crown, for which 
A Time is come for Vengeance, and expect it; 
For know, you have not full three Hours to live. 
Gisb. Ves, ſomewhat longer. Foy 
Grand. To hat end? REO . 
Gisb. To hang you; think on that, Ruffian. 
Grand. For you, School-maſter, . 


— 


And that ſhall be your Ranſom. 


Bald. Impudent Raſcal. Ls 
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command me. 


Enter #0 them Trevile and Duprete. 

Gib. More of the Crew ? 

Grand. What ate you? Rollians ? 

Trev. No; this for Rollo, and all ſuch as ſerve him; 
We ſtand for Orro. 

Grand. You ſeem Men of Faſhion, | 
And therefore I'll deal fairly, you ſhall have 
The Honour this Day to be chronicled 
The. firſt Men kill'd by Grandpree : you ſee this Sword, 
A pretty fooliſh Toy, my Valour's Servant, 
And I may boldly ſay a Gentleman, 
It having made, when it was Charlemaign's, 
Three thouſand Knights; this, Sir, ſhall cut your Throat, 
And do you all fair Service elſe. 

Trev. | kiſs your Hands for the good Offer ; here's a- 
nother too, the Servant of your Servant ſhall be proud 
to be ſcour'd in your ſweet Guts; till when Pray. you 


Grand, Your 1dolater, Ds; 
[ Exeunt. Mini Gisb. & Bald. 
 Gisb. That e'er {ach ſhould hold the Names of Men, 
Or Juſtice be held 5 when it labours 
To pluck ſuch Weeds up! 
Bald. Vet they are protected, and by the Great ones. , 
OW Not the od ones, Baldwin. 


Enter to them Aubr ey. 


455 Is this a time to be ſpent thus, by ſuch 
As are the principal Miniſters of the State? 
When they that arè the Heads, have fill'd the Court 


With Factions, a weak Woman only left 


To ſtay their bloody Hands? Can her weak Argus 
Alone divert the Dangers ready now _ 
To fall upon the Common-wealth, and bury 

'The Honours of it, leaving nor the Name 

Of what it was. Oh, Gisbert, the fair Trials 

And frequent Proofs which our late Maſter made, 
Both of your Love and Faith, gave him Aſſurance, 
To chuſe you at his Death a Guardian; nay, 

A Father to his Sons; and 22 _ Truſt, 


How 
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How ill do you diſcharge? I muſt be plain, 

That, at the beſt, yare a ſad Looker-on 

Of thoſe bad Practices you ſhould prevent. 

And where's the Uſe e | 

In this ſo needful a time? Be not ſecure ; 

For, Baldwin, be aſſur'd, ſince that the Princes, 
When they were young, and apt for any Form, 
Were given to your Inſtruction, and grave Ordering; 
"Twill be expected that they ſhould be good, 

Or their bad Manners will b' imputed yours. 

Bald. 'Twas not in one, my Lord, to alter Nature. 
Gib. Nor can my Counſels work on them, that will not 
Vouchſafe me hearing. | 

Aubr. Do theſe Anſwers fort, 
Or with your Place, or Perſons, or your Years ? 
Can Gisbert, being the Pillar of the Laws, 
See them trod under Foot, or forc'd to ſerve 
The Princes unjuſt Ends; and, with a Frown, 
Be ſilenc'd from exclaiming on th' Abule ? 
Or Baldwin only weep the deſp'rate Madneſs 
Of his ſeduced Pupils ? See their Minds, 
Which with good Arts he labour d to buildup, 
Examples of ſucceeding times, o'erturn'd 
By undermining Paraſites; no one Precept 
Leading to any Art, or great, or good, 
But is forc'd from their Memory, in whole room 
Black Counſels are receiv'd, and theirRetirements 
And ſecret Conference producing only _ 
Dev'liſh Deſigns, a Man would ſhame to father 
But I talk when I ſhould do, and chide others 
For that I now offend in: Sec't confirm'd, 
Now do, or never ſpeak more. | 
 Gisb, We are your's. i 
Enter Rollo, Latorch, Trevile, Grandpree, Otto, 

. Verdon, and Duprete. 

Rol. You ſhall know who J am. : 
One. 1 do, my Equll. — (force thee, 

Rol. Thy Prince; give way—— were we alone, I'd 
In thy beſt Blood, to write thy ſelf my Subject, 

And glad I would receive it. 7 
1] b ; J 0 Mm ; 105 Abr. 
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Aubr. Sir. Gisb. Dear Lord. 

Otto. Thy Subject? 

Rol. Ves, nor ſhall tame Patience hold me 
A Minute longer, only half my ſelf; | 
My Birth gave me this Dukedom, and my Sword 
Shall change it to the common Grave of all 
Thar tread upon her Boſom, c'er I part with 
A Piece of Earth, or Title that is mine. 

Otto. It needs not, and I would ſcorn to receive, 
Though offer'd, what I want not: Therefore know 
From me, tho' not deliver'd in great Words, 

Eyes red with Rage, poor Pride, and threatned Action; 

Our Father at his Death, then, when no accent, 

Wer't thou a Son, could fall from him in vain, 

Made us Co-heirs, our part ef Land and Honours 

Of equal Weight; and to ſee this confirm'd, 

The Oaths of theſe are yet upon Record, | 
W ho, though they ſhould forſake me, and call down 
The Plagues of Perjury on their ſinful Heads, 

] would not leave my ſelf. (fring'd. 
Trev. Nor will we ſee the Will of the dead Duke in- 
Lat. Nor I the Elder robb'd of what's his Right. 
Grand, Nor you? : | 

Let me take place, I ſay, I will not ſee't; 

My Sword is ſharpeſt. | 
Aubr, Peace, you Tinder-boxes, | 

Thar only carry Matter to make a Flame, 

Which will conſume you. 

Rol. You are troubleſome, _ [To Baldwin, 

This is no time for Arguments, my Title 

Needs not your School-Defences, but my Sword, 

With which the Gordian of your Sophiſtry 

Being cut, ſhall ſhew th' Impoſture. For your Laws 

It is in me to change them when pleaſe, [Ts Gisbert. 

I being above them; Gisbert, would you have me protect 

Let them now ftreach their extreameſt Rigour, (them; 

And ſeize upon that Traytor; and your Tongue 

Make him appear firſt dangerous, then odious 

And after, under, the Pretence of Safety 

For the ſick State, the Land's and Peoples Quiet, 


Cut 
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Cut off his Head: And 1'l! give up my Sword, 
And fight with them at a more certain Weapon 
To kill, and with Author ity. (found out 
Gisb. Sir, I grant the Laws are uſeful Weapons, bur 
To' aſſure the Innocent, not to oppreſs. 
Rol. Then you conclude him Innocent? {a Crime. 
Gisb. The Power your Father gave him muſt not prove 
Aubr. Nor ſhould you to receive it. 
Bald. To which purpoſe, 
All that dare challenge any part in Goodneſs 
| Will become Suppliants to you. 
Rol. They have none | 
That dare move me in this : Hence, I defic you, 
Be of his Party, ibring it to your Laws, 
And thou thy double Heart, thou popular Fool, 
Your moral Rules of Juſtice and her Ballance; | 
I ſtand on mine own Guard. | 
Otto. Which thy Unjuſtice | 
Will make thy Enemies; by the Memory 1 
Of him, whoſe better Part now ſuffers for thee, 
Whoſe reverend Aſhes, with an impious Hand, | 
Thou throwꝰſt out to Contempt, in thy repining tl | 
| At this ſo juſt Decree; thou art unworthy 
Of what his laſt Will, not thy Merits, gave thee, 
That art ſo ſwoln within, with all thoſe Miſchieis 
That e' er made up a Tyrant, that thy Breaſt, 
The Priſon of thy Purpoſes, cannot hold them, 
But that they break forth, and, in thy own words, 
Diſcover what a Monſter they mult ſerve /1 
That ſhall acknowledge thee. 
Rol. Thou ſhalt not live to be ſo happy. 
Aubr. Nor your Miſeries begin in Murther. . 
He offers his Sword at Otto, the Faction joyning, 
(l aubrey between ſevers the Brothers. 
Duty, Allegiance, and all reſpe&s ot what you are, for- 
Do you ſtare on? Is this a Theatre ? * (fake me; 
Or ſhall theſe kill themſelves, like ro mad Fencers, 
To make you Sport? Keep them aſunder, or, 
By Heav'n, I'll charge on all. 
Grand. Keep the Peace, 
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I am for you, my Lord, and if you” 


|l have me, 
I'll act the Conſtable's part. 3 


Aubr. Live I to ſee this? _ 
Will you do that your Enemies dare not wiſh, 


And cheriſh in your ſelves thoſe Furies, which 
Hell would caſt out? Do, I am ready; kill me, 


And theſe, that would fall willing Sacrifices 


To any Power that would reſtore your Reaſon, 


And makeyou Men again, which now you are not. 


Kol. Theſe are your Bucklers, Boy. 
Otto. My Hindrancesz 


And-were I not confirm'd, my Juſtice in 1 
The taking of thy Life, could not weigh down 


The Wrong, in ſhedding the leaſt Drop of Blood 


Of thele whoſe Goodneſs only now protects thee, 
Thou ſhould'ſt feel I in Act would only prove my ſelf 
W hart thou in Words doſt labour to appear: 


Rol. Hear this, and talk again? I'll break through all, 
But I will reach thy Heart. 


of 


Fo Enter Sophia, 

Soph. Make way, or I will force it, who are thoſe © 
My Sons? my Shames; turn all your Swords on me, 
And make this wretched Body hut one Wound, 

So this unnatural Quarrel find a Grave 

In the unhappy Womb that brought you forth: 
Dare you remember that you had a Mother, 

Or look on theſe grey Hairs, made ſo with Tears, 


For both your Goods, and not with Age; and yet 


Stand doubtful to obey her? from me you had | 
Life, Nerves, and Faculties, to uſe theſe Weapons; 
And dare you raiſe them againſt her, to whom 
You owe the means of being what you are? 
Otto. All Peace is meant to you. 

. Soph, Why is this War then? 

As if your Arms could be advanc'd, and I 

Not ſet upon the Rack? Your Blood is mine, 5 
Your Danger's mine, your Goodneſs I ſhould ſhare in; 
I muſt be . with thoſe impious Marks 
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You ftamp on your own Foreheads and on mine, 
If you go on thus: For my good Namie therefore, 
Though all Reſpects of Honour in your ſelves 
Be in your fury choakt, throw down your Swords; 
Your Duty ſhould be ſwifter than my Tongue; 
And join your Hands while they be innocent ; 
You have Heart of Blood, and Youth apt to Ambition, 
To plead an eaſie Pardon for what's palt - 
But all the Ills beyond this Hour committed, 
From God or Men muſt hope for no Excuſe, 
| _ Gisb. Can you hear this unmov'd? 
No Syllable of this ſo pious Charm, but ſhould have Power 
To fruſtrate all the juggling Deceits, 
With which the Devil blinds you. 
Otto. I begin to melt, I know not how. 
Rol. Mother, YI leave you; | 
And, Sir, be thankful for the Time you live, 
Till we meet next, (which ſhall be ſoon and ſudden) 
To her Perſwaſion for you, e 
Spb. O yet, ſtay, 
And rather than part thus, vouchſafe me hearing, 
As Enemies; how is my Soul divided? 
My Love to both is equal, as my Wiſhes; 
But are return'd by neither; my griev'd Heart, 
Hold yet a little longer, and then break. 
I kneel to both, and will ſpeak fo, but this 
Takes from me th' Authority of a Mother's Power; 
And therefore, like my ſelf, Ozzo, to thee, _ 
(And yet obſerye, Son, how thy Mother's Tears 
Outſtrip her forward Words, to make way for em) 
Thou art the younger, Otto, yet be now 
The firſt Example of Obedicnce to me, 
And grow the elder in my Love. 
Otto. The means to be ſo happy? 
Soph. This; yield up thy Sword, 
And let thy Piety give thy Mother Strength 
To take that from thee, which no Enemies Force 
Could &er deſpoil thee of: Why do'ft thou tremble, 
And with a fearful Eye fixt on thy Brother, 
Obſerv'ſt his ready Sword, as bent againſt thee? 
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I am thy Armour, and will be pierc'd through 
Ten thouſand times, before I will give way 
To any Peril may arrive at thee; 
And therefore fear not. 
Otto. *Tis not for my ſelf, 
But for you, Mother; you are now ingag'd 
In more that lies in your unqueſtion'd Virtue ; 
For, ſince you have diſarm'd me of Defence, 
Should fallnow,though by his Hand, the World 
May ſay it was your Practice. e 
| Soph. All Worlds periſh, 
Before my Piety turn Treafon's Parent, 
Take it again, and ſtand upon your Guard, 
And while your Brother is, continue arm'd ; 
And yet this fear is needleſs, for I know, 
My Rollo, though he dares as much as Man, 
So tender of his yet untainted Valour, 
So noble, that he dares do nothing baſely. 
You doubt him; he fears you; I doubt and fear 
Both; for others Safety, and not mine own. 
Know yet, my Sons, when of NeceſſW ) 
You muſt deceive, or be deceiv'd; tis better 
To ſuffer Treaſon, than to act the Traytor ; 
And in a War like this, in which the Glory 
Is his that's overcome; conſider then 
What tis for which you ſtrive : Is it the Dukedom ? 
Or the Command of theſe ſo ready Subjects? 
Deſire of Wealth? or whatſoever elſe 
Fires your Ambition? This {till deſp'rate Madneſs, 
To kill the People which you would be Lords of ? 
- With Fire and Sword to lay that Country waſte 
Whoſe Rule you ſeek for: To conſume the Treaſures, | 
Which are the Sinews of your Government, 
In cheriſhing the Factions that deſtroy it: 
Far, far be this from you : Make it not queſtion'd 
Whether you have Intereſt in that Dukedom, 
Whoſe Ruin both contend for. 2 | 
Otto. I deſire but to enjoy my own, which I will keep. 
Kol. And rather than Poſtefity ſhall have cauſe 
To fay Iruin'd all, divide the Dukedom, 2 
7 0 | 
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1 will accept the Moiety. 

Otto. I embrace it. | 

Soph. Divide me firſt, or tear me Limb by Limb, 
And let them find as many ſeveral Graves 
As there are Villages in Normandy: 
And 'tis leſs Sin, than thus to weaken it. 
To hear it mention'd doth already make me 
Envy my dead Lord, and almoſt blaſpheme 
Thoſe Powers that heard my Prayer for Fruitfulneſs, 
And did not with my firſt Birth cloſe my Womb : 
To me alone my ſecond Bleſſing proves 
My firſt of Miſery, for if that Heav'n 
Which gave me Kollo, there had ſtaid his Bounty, 
And Otto, my dear Orto, ne'er had been, 88 
Or being, had not been ſo worth my Love, 
The ſtream of my Affection had run conſtant 
In one fair Current, all my Hopes had been 
Laid up in one; and fruitful Normandy 
In this Diviſion had not loſt her Glories: 
For as 'tis now, *tis a fair Diamond, 
Which being preſerv'd entire, exceeds all Value, 
But cut in Pieces (though theſe Pieces are 
Set in fine Gold by the beſt Workman's cunning) 
Parts with all Eſtimation: So this Dukedom, 
As tis yet whole, the neighbouring Kings may covet; 
But cannot compaſs; which divided, will | 
Become the Spoil of every barbarous Foe 
That will invade it. 
G:5b, How this works in both! „ 
Bal. Prince Rello's Eyes have loſt their Fir-. 
Grſ. And Anger, that but now wholly poſſeſſed 
Good Otto, hath given Place to Pity. (begun. 
Aub. End not thus, Madam, but perfect what's ſo well 
Soph. I ſee in both, fair Signs of Reconcilement, 
Make them ſure Proofs they ate fo; The Fates offer 
To your free choice, cither to live Examples 
Of Piety, or Wickedneſs: If the latter 
Blinds ſo your Underſtanding, that you cannot 
Pierce through her painted Out- ſide, and diſcover 
Thar ſhe is all Deformity within, | 
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Boldly tranſcend all Precedents of Miſchief, 
And let the laſt, and the worſt End of Tyrannies, 
The Murther of a Mother, but begin | 
The Stain of Blood you atter are to heighten : 
But if that Virtue, and her ſure Rewards, 
Can win you to accept her for your Guide, 
To lead you up to Heav'n, and there fix you 
The faireſt Stars in the bright Sphere of Honour; 
Make me the Parent of an hundred Sons, 
All brought into the World with Joy, not Sorrow, 
And every one a Father to his Country, 
In being now made Mother of your Concord. 
Rol. Such, and ſo good, loud Fame for ever ſpeak you, 
Bald. I, now they meet like Brothers. 
[The Brothers caſt away their Swords, and embrace, 
Gisb, My Heart's Joy flows thro' my Eyes. 
Aubr. May never Woman's Tongue 
Hereafter be accus'd, for this one's Goodneſs. 
Otto. If we contend, from this Hour, it ſhall be 
J Ho to o'ercome in Brotherly Aﬀection. 
\ Rol. Otto is Rollo now, and Rollo, Otto, 
MH Or as they have one Mind, rather one Name : 
. From this Attonement let our Lives begin, 
Be all the reſt forgotten. 
Aubr. Spoke like Rollo. 
Soph. And, to the Honour of this Reconcilement, 
Wo. all this Night will, at a publick Feaſt, 

With choice Wines, drown our late Fears, and with 
Welcome our Comforts. | (Muſick 
Bald. Sure and certain ones. | Exeunt, 

[ Manent Grandpree, Verdon, Trevile and. Duprete. 

= | Grand. Did ever ſuch a hopetul Buſineſs end thus? 
1 Vierd. Tis fatal to us all, and yet you, , 
= Have the leaſt cauſe to. fear. 

Grand. Why, what's my Hope ? 

Verd. The Certainty that you have to be hang d; 

| You know the Chancellor's Promiſe. 
| _ Grand, Plague upon you. 
Verd. What think you ofa Bath, and aLord' Daughter 


75 entertain you ? _ 
Grand 
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Grand. Thoſe Deſires are off. 

Frail Thou hts, all Friends, no Rollians now, nor Otto's. 

The ſev'ral Court'ſies of our Swords and Servants 

Defer to Atter-Conſequence ; let's make uſe 

Of this Night's Freedom, a ſhort Parliament to us, 

In which it will be lawful to walk freely; 

Nay, to our Drink we ſhall have Meat too, that's 

No uſual Buſineſs to the Men o'th' Sword. 

Drink deep with me to Night, we ſhall to Morrow, 

Or whip, or hang the merrier. 2 
_Trev. Lead the Way then. = [Exeunt. 


. 
—_— 


ACT IL SCENE L 
Enter 18 and Rollo. 


Lat. HY ſhould this trouble you? | 
Rol. It does, and muſt do till I find Faſe. 

Lat. Conſider then, and quickly; | 

And, I ke a wile Man, take the Current with you, 

W hich once turn'd Head, will fink you; bleſt Occaſion 

Offers her ſelf in thouſand Safeties to you; 

Time ſtanding ſtill to point you out your Purpoſe, 

And Reſolution (the true Child of Virtue) 

Ready to execute: What dull cold Weakneſs 
Has crept into your Boſom, whoſe meer Thoughts, 
Like Tempeſts, ploughing up the ſailing Foreſts, 

Even with their Swing were wont to ſhake down Ha- 

What is't, your Mother's Tears? (Zards. 

Kol. Prithee be patient. 

Lat. Her Hands held up? her Prayers, or her Curſes ? 

Oh Power of Paper, drop'd through by a Woman! 

Take heed the Soldiers ſee it not; 'tis miſerable, 

In Rollo below miſerable ; take heed your Friends, 

The Sinews of your Cauſe, the Strength you ſtir by, 

Take heed, I ſay, they find it not: Take heed _ 

Your own Repentance (like a Paſſing- bell) 

Too late, and too loud, tell the World y'are periſh'd : 
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What noble Spirit, eager of Advancement, (ſharpne 
Whoſe Imployment is his Plough z what Sword whoſe 
Waits but the Arm to wield it; or what hope, 
After the World has blown abroad this weakneſs, 
Will move again, or make a wiſh for Rollo? - 
Rol. Are we not Friends again by each Oath ratified, 
Our Tongues the Heralds to our Hearts? 

Lat. Poor Hearts then. 

Rol. Our worthier Friends. 

Lat. No Friends, Sir, to your Honour ; 
Friends to your Fall: Where is your Underſtanding, 
The noble Veſlel that your full Soul ſail'd in, 
Rib'd round with Honours; where is that? *tis ruin'd, 
The tempeſt of a Woman's fighs has ſunk it. 
Friendſhip, take heed, Sir, is a ſmiling Harlot, 
That when ſhe kiſſes, kills, a ſoder'd Friendſhip, 
Piec'd out with Promiſes; O painted ruin! 

Rol. Latorch, he is my Brother. 

Lat. The more doubted; 
For hatred hatch'd at home is a tame Tiger, 
May fawn and ſport, but never leaves his Nature; 
The jars of Brothers, two ſuch mighty ones, 
Is like a ſmall Stone thrown into a River, 
The breach ſcarce heard, but view the beaten current, 
And you ſhall ſee a thouſand angry Rings 
| Riſe in his Face, ſtill ſwelling and ſtill growing; 
So jars circling diſtruſts, diſtruſts breed dangers, 
And dangers Death, the greateſt extreme ſhadow, 
Till nothing bound em but the ſhoar, their Graves; 
There is no manly Wiſdom, nor no Safety 
In leaning to this League, this piec'd patcht Friendſhip; 
This rear'd-up Reconcilement on a Billow, 
Which as it tumbles, totters down ycur fortune; 
Is't not your own you reach at, Law and Nature 
Uſhering the way before you? Is not he 
Born and bequeath'd your Subject ? 

Rol. Ha. „ | 1 9/8 

Lat. What Fool would give a ſtorm leave to diſturb his 
When he may ſhut the Caſement? Can that Man (peace, 
Has won ſo much upon your pity, * 
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And drawn ſo high, that like an ominous Comet, 
He darkens all your Light; can this Couch'd Lyon 
(Though now he licks and locks up his fell Paws, 
Craftily humming, like a Cat to cozen you) 
But when ambition whets him, and time fits him, 


Leap to his Prey, and ſeiz d once, ſuck your Heart out? 
Do you make it Conſcience ? 
Rol. Conſcience, Latorch, what's that? 
Lat. A fear they tye up Fools in, Nature's Coward, 
Palling the Blood, and chilling the full Spirit 
With apprehenſion of meer Clouds and Shadows. 
EKRol. I know no Conſcience, nor I fear no Shadows. 
Lat. Or if you did, if there were Conſcience, 
If the free Soul could ſuffer ſuch a curb 
To the fiery Mind, ſuch puddles to put it out; 
Muſt it needs, like a rank Vine, run up rudely, 
And twine about the top of all our Happineſs, 
Honour and Rule, and there fit ſhaking of us? 
Rol. It ſhall not, nor it muſt not; 1 am ſatisfied, 
And once more am my ſelf again: | 
My Mother's Tears and Womaniſh cold Prayers, 
Farewel, I have forgot you; if there be Conſcience, 
Let it not come betwixt a Crown and me, 
Which is my hope of Bliſs, and I believe it: 
Otto, our Friendſhip thus I blow to Air, 
A bubble for a Boy to play withal ; 
And all the Vows my weakneſs made, like this, 
Like this poor heartleſs Ruſh, I rend in pieces. 
Lat. Now you go right, Sir, now your Eyes are open. 
Rol. My Father's laſt Petition's dead as he is, 
And all the Promiſes I clos'd his Eyes with, 
In the ſame Grave I bury. 
Lat. Now you're a Man, Sir. | . 
Rol. Otto, thou ſhew'{tmy Winding-ſheet before me, 
W hich c'er I put it on, like Heav'ns bleſt fire, 
In my Deſcent I'll make it bluſh in Blood; "EE 
A Crown, a Crown, Oh ſacred Rule, now fire me, 
Nor ſhall the pity of thy Youth, falſe Brother, 
Although a thouſand Virgins kneel before me, 


And every dropping Eye a Court of Mercy, 


— —— — N , — I 4 2 — - I 
. G - — — _ Sos — — 1 — - — 
: . 8 . — WE ” . : — 8 — OT — 
— ALES — * — p — — — - — — * — — 3 2 Os 
r —— „% K . wry — = = 8 
2 — r — — — — — —ů—« = 
—_— " q * _ — * = 
— - => DE So Cn et oo Ls < —— Pr 7 nin” ACS nr — III — > = \ 
= INES w- — — . Ln — — — —— 1 2 - K = = 
— — hes : 2 0 ay 


— et onus — - = 2 — 
— — — » —— _ ——ů— — — A 
2 — 2 4 2 2 


—— IS mo nr 
2 rr 

SER 8 — 

Sada” CR. - + I 


———— n . op 2 
PF 


* 
þ. 
1 
151 
jt 
oy 
i 
1 
3% 7 
# 44 
NG 1 
4 2 
1 
1 2 6 
Fl „ 
id * 
1 


f 


The 


\ . 


ny 


„ 


I $76 The Bloody Brother. 


The ſame Blood with me, nor the Reverence 
Due to my Mother's bleſt Womb that bred us, 
Redeem thee from my Doubts : Thou art a Wolf here, 
Fed with my Fears, and I muſt cut thee from me: 
A Crown, a Crown; Oh facred Rule, now fire me: 
No Safety elſe. 5 
Tat. But be not too much ſtirr'd, Sir, nor too high 
In your Execution: Swallowing Waters 
Run deep and ſilent, till they are ſatisfied, 
And ſmile in thouſand Curls, to gild their Craft; 
Let your Sword ſleep, and let m . Wit work; 


This happy Feaſt, the full Joy of your Friendſhips, 
Shall be his laſt. 


Rol. How, my Latorch? 

Lat. Why thus, Sir; | 
Ill preſently go dive into the Officers | 
That minitter at Table: Gold and Goodneſs, 


With Promiſe upon Promiſe, and Time neceſſary, 
I'll pour into them. 


Rol. Canſt thou do it neatly ? 
Lat. Let me alone, and duch a Bait it ſhall be, 
Shall take off all Suſpicion. 
Kol. Go and proſper. 
Lat. Walk in as an your ſmootheſt Face put on, Sir. 


[ Exeunt, 
SCE ME It 


Eur nter the Maſter Cook, Butler, Pantler, Yeoman of the 
Cellar, with a Fack of Beer and a Diſh. 
Cook. A hot Day, a hot Day, Vengeance hot Day Boys, 
Give me ſome Drink, this Fire's a plaguy Fretter : 
Body of me, I'm dry Kill ; give me the 2 00 
This wooden Skiff holds nothing. 
Pant. And 'faith Maſter, what brave new Meats; for 
Here will be old Eating. 
Cook. Old and young, Boy, let 'em all eat, 1 have it it; 
Thave Ballaſt for their Bellies, if they eat a God's Name, 
Let them have ten Tire of Teeth a piece, I care not. 
But. But v hat new rare Munition? 


Cook. Piſh, a thouſand ; 
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ll make you Piggs ſpeak French at Table, and a fat Swan 

Come failing out of England with a Challenge; 

III make you a diſh of Calves-fect dance the Canaries, 

And a Conſort of cram'd Capons fiddle to em; 

A Calves Head ſpeak an Oracle, and a dozen of Larks 

Riſe from the Diſh, and ſing all Supper time; 

Tis nothing Boys: I have framed a Fortifi-ation 

Out of Rye paſte, which is Impregnable, 

And againſt that, for two long Hours together, 

Two dozen of Marrow-bones ſhali play continually: 

For Fiſh, Pl] make youa ſtanding lake of white Broth, 

And Pikes come ploughing up the Plums before them; 

Arion, like a Dolphin, playing Lachrymæ, 

And brave King Herring with his Oil and Onion 

Crown'd with a Lemon Pill, his way prepar'd 

With his ſtrong Guard of Pilchers. 
Pant. Ay marry Maſter. 


Cok. All theſeare nothing: ll make you a ſtubble Gooſe 
Turn o'th' Toe thrice, do a croſs Point preſently, 

And fit down again, and cry Come cat me: | | 
Theſe are for Mirth. Now Sir, for matter of Mourning; 
PII bring you in the Lady Loin of Veal, 

With the long love ſhe bore the Prince of Orenge: 

All. Thou Boy, thou. 

Cook. 1 have a trick for thee too, 8 
And a rare trick, and I have done it for thee. e 

Yeo. What's that, good Maſter? 

Cook. 'Tis a Sacrifice, | = 
A full Vine bending, like an Arch, and under 5 
The blown God Bacchus, ſitting on a Hoglhcad, 

His Altar Becr: before rhat, a plump Vintner 
Kneeling, and offering Incenſe to his Deity, Y ES. 
Which ſhallbe only this, red Sprats and Pilchers; (on. 

But. This when the Table's drawn, to draw the Wine 

Cob. Thou haſt it right, and then comes thy Song, But- 

Pant. This will be admirable. (ler. 

Teo. Oh Sir, moſt admirable. 

Cook. If you'll have the Paſty ſpeak, tis in my power; 
I have Fire enough to work it; come; ſtand cloſe;  . 
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And now rehearſe the Song, we may be perfect, 
The drinking Song, and ſay I were the Brothers. 


The drinking 8 O NG. 
) Þ yon tu day and drown all Sorrow, 
You ſhall per haps not do it to morrow. 
Beſt while you have it wſe your Breath, 
There is no drinking after Death. 


Wine works the Heart up, wakes the Wit, 
There is no Cure gainſt Age but it. 

Ir helps the Head-ach, Cough and Ptifick, 
Aud is for all Diſeaſes Phyſick. 


Then let us ſwill, Boys, for our Health, 
Who drinks well, loves the Commonwealth. 
And he that will to Bed go ſober, 

Falls with the Leaf flill in October. 


Well have you born your ſelves; a red Deer Pye, Boys, 
And that no lean one, I bequeath your Virtues 
What Friends haſt thou to day? no Citizens? 
Pant. Yes Father, the old Crew. 

Cook. By the Maſs true Wenches: 
Sirrah, ſct by a Chine of Beef, and a hot Paſty, 
And let the Joll of Sturgeon be corrected: 
And do you mark, Sir, ſtalk me to a Pheaſant, 
And ſce if you can ſhoot her in the Cellar. 

Pant. God a mercy, Lad, ſend me thy roaring Bottles, 
And with ſuch Nectar I will ſee 'em fill'd, 


That all thou ſpeak'ſt ſhall be pure Helicon. 


Enter Latorch. 


Monſieur Latorch? What News with him? Save you. 


Lat. Save you, Maſter, ſave you, Gentlemen, 
You are caſting for this Preparation; 

This joyful Supper for the Royal Brothers: 

I'm glad I have met you fitly, for to your Charge, 


My bountiful brave Butler, I muſt deliver 
A Bevie of n eee that muſt look on 


This Night's Solemnity, and ſee the two Dukes, 
Or I ſhall loſe my Credit; you have Stowage? 


But. 
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But. For ſuch freight Ill find room, and be your Servant. 
Co2k. Bring them, they ſhall not ſtarve here, II ſend 


| (em Victuals 
Shall work youa good turn, though't be ten days hence, 
Lat. God a mercy noble Maſter. (Sir. 
Cook. Nay, I'll do't. (Ducks. 


Te). And Wine they ſhall not want, let 'em drink like 1 
Lat. M hat Miſery it is that Minds fo royal, KIT 

And ſuch moſt honeſt Bounties, as yours arc, 

Should be confin'd thus to Uncertainties? 

But. Ay, were the State once ſettled, then we had Places: 
Teo. Then we couid ſhew our ſelves, and help our Friends, 
Coo. I, then there were ſome Savour in't, where now (Sir. 

We live between two Stools, every Hour ready 

To tumble on our Noſes Jud for ought we know yet, 

For all this Supper, ready to faſt the next Dav. 

Lat. I would fain ſpeak unto you out of Pity, 

Out of the Love I bear you, out of Honeſty, 

For your own Goods; nay, for the general Bleſſing. 
Cook. And we would as fain hear you, pray go forward. 
Lat. Dare you but think to make your {elves up Certain- 

Your Places and your Credits ten times doubled, (ties, 

The Princes Favour, Rollo's ? 
But. A ſweet Gentleman. 1 
Teo. Ay, and as bounteous, if he had his Right too. 
Cook. By the Mals a Royal Gentleman indeed, Boys, 

He'd make the Chimnies ſmoak. 

Lat. He wou'd do't, Friends, | 

And you too, if he had his Right, true Courtiers ; 

What could you want then? dare you? 

Cook. Pray you be ſhort, Sir. 3 

Lat. And this my Soul upon't, I dare affurs you, 

If you but dare your Parts. 

Cok. Dare not me, Monſieur, 
For I that fear not Fire nor Water, Sir, 
Dare do enough, a Man would think. 
Teo. Believe't, Sir; 47 775 
But make this good upon us you have promis'd, 
You ſhall not find us Flinchers. 
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Lat. Then I 1] be ſudden. © (drive us ? 

Pant. What may this mean? And whither would he 
Lat. And firſt, for what you muſt do, becauſe all Danger 

Shall be apparently ty'd up and muzzI'd, 

The Matter ſeeming mighty : There's your Pardons. 
Pant Pardons? ls't come that? Gods defend us. (neſt, 
Lat. And here's five hundred Crowns in bounteous Ear- 

And now behold the matter. | 

I [Latorch grues each a Pater. 
But. What are theſe, Sir 727 8 
Teo. And of what Nature? To what Uſe ? 
Lat. lmagine. 3 . 
Cook. Will they kill Rats? they eat my Pyes abominably, 

Or work upon a Woman cold as Chriſtmas? 

I have an old Jade ſticks upon my fingers, 

May taſte them? 5 
Lat. Is your Will made? 

And have you ſaid your Prayers? for they'll pay you: 

And now to come up to you, for your Knowledge, | 

And for the good you never ſhall repent you, 

If you be wiſe Men now. 

Cook. Wile as you will, Sir. 

Lu. Theſe muſt be put then into the ſeveral Meats 

Young Otto loves, by you into his Wine, Sir, 

Into his Bread by you, by you into his Linnen . 

Now if you deſire, you have found the means 


To make you, and if you dare not, you have 
Found your Ruin; reſolve me cer you go. 


But. You'll keep your Faith with us? 
Lat. May I no more ſee light elſe. 
Cook. Why tis done then. 

But. Tis done. N 
Pant. Tis done which ſhall be undone. | 
Lat. About it then, farewel, y'are all of one Mind 
cor AI Mp 

MAL all: T4) 
Lat. Why then, all happy. Exit. 
But. What did we promiſe him? 

Teo. Do you ask that now? . 
But, I would be glad to know what tis. 


Pan, 
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Pan. Il tell you, 
It is to be all Villains, Knaves and Traitors. 

Cook. Fine wholeſome Titles. 

Pan. But if you dare, go forward. 

Cook. We may be hang'd, drawn, and quarter d. 

Pan. Very true, Sir. 8 5 
Cob. What a goodly Swing I ſhall give the Gallows? 
yet I think too, this may be done, and yet we may be re- 
warded, not with a Rope, but with a royal Maſter : and 
yet we may be hang'd too. 

Teo. Say it were done; who is it done for? is it not 

And for his Right? | (for Rollo? 

Cook. And yet we may be hang'd too. 

But. Or ſay he take it, ſay we be diſcovered ? 
Is not the ſame Man bound ſtill to protect us? 
Are we not his? - f 

But. Sure, he will never fail us. 

Cook. If he do, Friends, we ſhall find that will hold us. 
And yet methinks, this Prologue to our Purpoſe, 

' Theſe Crowns ſhould promiſe more: *tis eafily done, 
As eaſie as a Man would roaſt an Egg, o 
If that be all; for look you, Gentlemen, 

Here ſtand my Broths, my Finger lips a little, 

Down drops a Doſe, I'ſtir him with my Ladle, 

And there's a Dith for a Duke: Olla Podrida. 

Here ſtands a bak'd Meat, he wants a little ſcaſoning, 

A fooliſh Miſtake z my Spice-Box, Gentlemen, 

And pur in ſome of this, the Matter's ended; 

Dredge you a Diſh of Plovers, there's the Art on't. 
Teo. Or as I fill my Wine. 

Ch. Tis very true, Sir, 
Blefling it with your Hand, thus quick and neatly firſt, 
And done once, *tis as caſte __ (tis paſt 
For him to thank us for it, and reward us, 

Pan. But *tis a daran*d Sin. 25 

Cok. O, never fear that. 

The Fire's my Play- fellow, and now 1 am reſolv'd, Boys. 

But. Why then, have with you. e 

Teo. The ſame for me. 

Pan. For me too. 


Nn ; ; Coke 
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Co And now no more ourW orſhips,but our Lordſhips. 
Pan. Not this Year, onmy Knowledge, I'll unlord you. 


| [ Exennt. 
" SCENE III. 


Enter Servant and Sewer. 


Ser. Perfi.me the Room treund, and prepare the Table, 
Gentlemen Officers, wait in your Places. 


Sew. Make room there, 55 
Room for the Duke's Meat. Gentlemen, be bare there, 


Clear all the Entrance: Guard, put by thoſe Gapers, 
And Gentlemen-Uthers, fee the Gallery clear, 
The Dukes are coming on, 


| Hoboys, a Banquet. 


Enter Sophia, between Rollo and Otto, Aubry, La- 
torch, Giſpert, Baldwin, Aztendants, Hamond, 
Matilda, and Edith, 
Ser. Tis certainly inform'd. : 
Otto- Reward the Fellow, and lock you mainly to it. 
Ser. My Life for yours, Sir. ö 
Soph, Now am I ſtraight, my Lords, and young again, 
My long ſince blaſted Hopes ſhoot out in Bloſſoms, 
The Fruits of everlaſting Love appearing 3 
Oh! my bleſt Boys, the Honour of my Years, 
Of all my Cares, the bounteous fair Rewarders. 
Oh! let me thus imbrace you, thus for ever 
Within a Mother's Love lock up your Friendſhips: 
And my ſweet Sons, once more with mutual L winings, 
As one chaſt Bed begot you, make one Body: | 
Bleſſings from Heav'n in thouſand Show'rs fall on you. 
Aubr. Oh! Woman's Goodne's never to be equall'd, 
May the moſt ſinful Creatures of thy Sex 
But kneeling at thy Monument, rife Saints. 
Soph. Sit down my worthy Sons; my Lords, your places. 
Ay, now methinks the Table's nobly furnifhr ; 
Now the Meat nouriſhes; the Wine gives Spirit; 
| And all the Room ſtuck with a general Plcaſure, 
Shews like the peaceful Boughs of Happinels. _ 
= £ubr Long may it laſt, and from a Heart fill d with 6 | 
FT | 6 
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Full as my cup; I give it round, my Lords. 
Bald. And may that ſtubborn heart be drunk with ſorrow 
Refuſes it; Mendying now ſhould take it, 
And by the vertue of this Ceremony 
Shake off their Miſeries, and ſleep in Peace. 
Rol. You are ſad, my noble Brother. 
Otto. No, indeed, Sir. 
Soph, No ſadneſs, my Son, this Day. 
Rol. Pray you Eat, | 
Something is here you have loy'd; taſte of this Dith, 
It will prepare your Stomach. p 
Orto. Thank you Brother: Iam not now diſpos'd to Eat. 
Rol. Or that, | Es 
Lou put us out of heart Man, come, theſe bak'd Meats 
Were ever your beſt Diet. 
Otto. None, I thank you. 
Soph. Are you well, noble Child? 
Otto. Yes, gracious Mother. 
Rol. Give himacup of Wine, then, pledge the Health, 
Drink it to me, I'll give it to my Mother. 
| Soph, Do, my beſt Child. „ 
Otto. I muſt not, my beſt Mother, 
Indeed I dare not; for of late, my Body 
Has been much weakned by excels of Diet; 
The promiſe of a Feaver hanging on me, 
Andeven now ready, if not by Abſtinence—— 
Kol. And will you keep it in this general freedom 
A little Health preferr'd before our Friendſhip ? 
Otto. I pray you excuſe me, Sir. : 
Rol. Excuſe your {elf, Sir, 
Come *tis your tear, and not your favour, Brother, 
And you have done me a moſt worthy kindneſs 
My Royal Mother, and you Noble Lords; 
Hear, for it now concerns me to {peak boldly; 
What Faith can be expected from his Vow, = _ 
From his diſſembling Smiles, what fruit of Fri ndſhip 
From all his dull Embraces, what bieſt Iffuc, 
When heſhall brand me here for baſe Suſpicion ? 
He takes me for a Poiſoner. 
_ Saph. Gods defend it, Son. . 
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Otto. I could fay ſomething too, 
Sql You mult not fo, Sir, 
Without your great forgetfulneſs of Virtue ; 
Ths is your Brother, and your honour'd Brother. 
Rol. If he pleaſe ſo. es 
Soph. One noble Father, with as noble Thoughts, 
Begot your Minds and Bodies; one care rockt you, 
And one Truth to you both was ever Sacred; 
Now fye my Otta, whither flies your Goodneſs? 
Becauſe the right Hand has the power of cutting, 
Shall the left preſently cry out tis m im'd- 
They arc one my Child, one Power, and one Performance, 
And join'd together thus, one Love, one Body. 
Aubr, 1 do beſcech your Grace, take to your Thoughts 
More certain Counſellors than Doubts or Fears, | 
They ſtrangle Nature, and diſperſe themſelves 
(lf once behev'd) into ſuch Foggs and Errors 
That the bright Truth her ſelf can never ſever : 
Your Brother is a royal Gentleman 
Full of himſelf, Honour, and Honeſty, 
And take heed Sir, how Nature bent ro Goodneſs, 
(So ſtreight a Cedar to himſelf) uprightneſs 
Be wreſted from his true uſe, prove not dangerous. 

Rol. Nay my good Brother knows I am too patient. 
Lat. Why ſhould your Grace think him a Poiſoner? 
Has he no more reſpect to Piety ? 

And but he has by Oath ty'd up his Fury, 

Who durſt but think that Thought? _ 
Aubr. Away thou Firebrand. 
Lat. If Men of his Sort, of his Power, and Place, 

The eldeſt Son in honour to his Dukedom. (Tongue, 
Bald. For ſhame contain thy Tongue, thy poiſonous 

That with her burning VenomeWill infect all, 

And once more blow a Wild- fire through the Dukedom. 
Gisb Latorch, if thou be'ſt Honeſt, or a Man, 

(Contain thy ſelf. Fi 8 

Aubr. Go to, no more, by Heav'n 

You'll find you've plaid the Fool elſe, not a word more. 
Soph, Pretheg ſweet Son. ' | 
Rol. Let him alone ſweet Mother, and my A 

e To 
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To make you underſtand how much I honour 
This ſacred Peace, and next my Innocence, 
And to avoid all further difference 
Diſcourſe may draw on to a way of danger, 
I quit my place, and take my leave for this Night, 
Wiſhing a general joy may dwell among you. 
Aubr. Shall we wait on your Grace? 
Rol. I dare not break you. Latorch. Ex. Rol. and Lat. 
Otto. Oh Mother, that your tendernels had Eyes, 
Diſcerning Eyes, what would this Man appear then? 
The tale of non when he took upon him 
To ruin Troy; with what a cloud of cunning 
He hid his Heart, nothing appearing outwards, 
But came like Innocence, and dropping Pity, 
Sighs that would fink a Navy, and had Tales 
Able to take the Ears of Saints, belief too, 
And what did all theſe? Blew the fire to Ilinm. 
His crafty Art (but more refin'd by Study 
My Brother has put on: Oh Icould tell you, 
But for the reverence I bear to Nature, 1 85 
Things that would make your honeſt Blood run backward. 
| Soph. You dare tell me? 
Otto. Ves, in your private Cloſet, 
Where I will preſently attend you; ric, 
I am a little troubled, but 'twill off. 
Sc . Is this the joy I look'd for? 
Orto. All will mend, | 
Be not diſturb'd dear Mother, VII not fail you. | 
| [ Ex, Soph. and Otto. 
Bald. | do not like this. : 
Aubr. That is ſtill in our Powers, 
But how to make it ſo that we may like it. 
Bald. Beyond us ever; Latorch methought was buſie, 
Thar Fellow, if not lookt to narrowly, will do a ſudden 
Aubr. Hell look to him, (miſchief. 
For it there may be a Devil above all, yet 
That Rogue will make him; keep you up this Night, 
And ſo will I, for much I fear a danger. 5 | 
Bald. I will, and in my Watches uſe my Prayers. 
ES ib ids, IE,. 
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ACT HI. SCENE. I. 


Enter Sophia, Otto, Matilda, avid Edith. 


Otto. VO U wonder, Madam, that for all the Shews 
My Brother Rollo makes of hearty Love, 
And free Poſſeſſion of the Dukedom *twixt us, 
I notwithſtanding ſhould ſtand till ſuſpicious, 
As if, beneath thoſe Veils, he did convey 
Intents and Practices of Hate and Treaſon ? 
Soph. It breeds indeed my Wonder. 
Otto. Which makes mine, | b 
Since it is ſo ſafe and broad a beaten Way, 
Beneath the Name of Friendſhip to betray. 
Spb. Though in remote and further-off Affections, 
Theſe Falſhoods are ſo common, yet in him 
They cannot ſo force Nature. : 


| —_ 


' > Oreo, The more:near |: 6... 8 
The Bands of Truth bind, the more oft they ſever, 
Being better Cloaks to cover Falſhood over. 

*Soph. It cannot be, that Fruits, the Tree ſo blaſting, 
Can grow in Nature: Take hecd, gentle Son, 
Leſt ſome ſubborn'd Suggeſter of theſe Treaſons, 
Believ'd in him by you, provok'd the rather 
His tender Envies, to ſuch foul Attemprs 
Or that your too much Love to rule alone 
Breed not in bim this jealous Paſſion; 
There is not any Ill we might not bear, 
Were not our Good held at a Price too dear. 

Otto. So apt is Treachery to be excus'd, 
That Innocence is ſtill aloud abus'd ; 
The Fate of Virtue even her Friends perverts, 
Io plead for Vice oft- times againſt their Hearts, 
Heay*ns Bleſſing is her Curſe, which ſhe muſt bear, 
% — A, be ono ds 
Soph. Alas, my Son, nor Fate, nor Heav'n it (elf, 
Can or would wreſt my whole Care of your Good 
Jo any leaſt Secureneſs in your Ili: 
What I urge iſſues from my curious Fear; . 
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Leſt you ſhould rhake your Means to *ſcape your Snare. 
Doubt of Sincereneſs is tne only Mean 


Not to incenſe it, but corrupt it clean. 
Otto. I reſt as far from wrong of Sincereneſs, 
As he flies from the Practice; truſt me, Madam, 
I know by their Confeſſions, he ſuborn'd, 
W hat I ſhould eat, drink, touch, or only have ſcented, 
This Evening-Feaſt was poiſon'd, but 1 fear 
This open Violence more, that treacherous Odds, 


Which he, in his inſatiate Thirſt of Rule, 
Is like to execute. 


Sopb. Believe it, Son, 
If fil his Stomach be ſo foul to feed 
On ſuch groſs Objects, and that Thirſt to rule 
The State alone, be yet unquench'd in him, 
Poiſons and ſuch cioſe Treaſons ask more time, 
Than can ſuffice his fiery Spirit's Haſte: 
And, were there in him ſuch Deſire to hide 
80 falſe a Practice, there would likewiſe reſt 
Conſcience and Fear in him of open Force, 
And therefore cloſe nor open you need fear. 
Mat. Good Madam, ſtand not fo inclin'd to truſt 
What proves his tendreſt Thoughts to doubt it juſt, 
Who knows not the unbounded Flood and Sea, 
In which my Brother Rollo's Appetites 
Alter and Rage with every Puff and Breath? 
His ſwelling Blood exhalcs, and therefore hear, 
W hat gives my temperate Brother Cauſe to uſe 
His rcavieſt Circumſpection, and conſult 
For Remedy againſt all his wicked Purpoſes ; 
If he arm, arm; it he ſtrew Mines of Treaſon, 
Meet him with Countermines ; 3 it is Juſtice ſtill. 
(For Goodneſs fake) t' encounter Ill with III. 


Soph. Avert from us ſuch Juſtice, equal Heav'n, 
And I fuch Cauſe of Juſtice. 


Otto. Paſt all Doubt 
(For all the ſacred Privilege of Night) 
This is no time for us to ſleep or reſt in; 
W ho knows not all things holy are prevented 
With Ends of all mpiety, all but 
Luſt, Gain, Ambition. 
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| Enter Rollo armed, and Latorch. 
Rol. Periſh all the World 
Eer I but loſe one Foot of poſſible Empire, 
Be flights and colours us d by Saves and Wretches, 
I am exempt by Birth from both theſe curbs, 
And fince above them in all Juſtice, ſince 
I fit above in Power, where Power is giv n, 
* all the right ſuppos d of Earth and Heav'n. 

Lat. Prove both, Sir, ſee the Traitor. 

Otto. He comes arm'd,ſee Mother, now your confidence. 

Soph. What rage affects this Monſter ? 

Kol. Give me way, or periſh. ' | 

Soph. Make thy way, Viper, if thou thus affect it. 
Otto. This is a Treaſon like then: 

R3l. Let her 80. 

So#b. Embrace me, wear me as thy ſhield, my Son; 
And through my Breaſt let his rude Weapon run, 

To thy life's innocence. | 

Otis. Play not two Parts, 
Treacher and Coward both; but vlg a Sword, 
And let thy arming thee be odds enough 
Againſt my naked Boſom. 

Rol. Looſe his hold. 5 

Mat. Forbear, baſe Murtherer. . 

Rol. Forſake our Mother. + _- nnn? 

Sh. Mother, doſt thou name me, and put'ſt off Nature 

R/. Forlake her Traitor, 

Or by the ſpouſe of Nature, through hers 
This leads unto thy Heads | 

Otto. Hold. | 

Soph. Hold me ſtill. 

Orto. For twenty Hearts and Lives [ will not t hazard 
One drop of Blood in yours. 

Spb Oh thou art loſt then. 
Otto. Protect my Innocence, Heav'n. 
. Soph. Call out Murther. 

Mat. Be murthered all, but ſave bim. 
Ed. Murther, murther. 

Rall. Cannot | reach you Feet: 1 
Orro. No, Fiend. _ of 


Rol. 
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Rol. Latorch, reſcue, I'm down. 
Lat. Up then, your Sword cools, Sir. 
Ply it i'th' flame, and work your ends out. 
Rol. Ha, have at you, there, Sir. 
| Enter Aubrey. 
Aubr. Author of Prodigies, what ſights are theſe? 
Or70. Oh give me a Weapon, Aubrey. 
Soph. Oh part 'em, part 'em. 
Aubr. For Heav'ns fake no more. 
Otto. No more reſiſt his fury, no rage can 


Add to his miſchicf done. : [ Dies. 
| Soph, Take Spirit my Otto, 
Heav'n will not ſee thee dye thus. | (goodneſs. 


Mat. He is dead, and nothing lives but Death of every 
Soph. Oh he hath ſlain his Brother, curſe him Heav'n. 

Rol. Curſe and be curſed, it is the fruit of curſing. 
Latorchy take off here, bring too, of that Blood 
To colour o'er my Shirt, then raiſe the Court 
And give it out how he attempted us 
In our Bed naked: Shall the Name of Brother 
Forbid us to inlarge our State and Powers? 

Or place affects of Blood above our Reaſon? 
That tells us all things good againſt another, 
Are good in the ſame line againſt a Brother. Exit. 
Enter Gisbert, and Baldwin. 
Gib. W hat affairs inform theſe out- cries? 
Aubr. See and grieve. 
Gisb. Prince Otto ſlain! 
Bald. Oh execrable ſlaughter! 
What Hand hath Author'd it? 

Aubr. Your Scholar's, Baldwin. 

Bald. Unjuſtly urg'd, Lord Aubrey, as if II 
For being his Schoolmaſter, muſt own this Doctrine: 
You are his Counſellors, did you adviſe him | 
To this foul Parricide? . 
Sisb. If Rule affect this Licence, who would live 

To worſe, than dye in force of his Obedience? 
Bald. Heav'ns cold and lingring Spirit to puniſh fin, 
And human Blood ſo fiery to commit it, 
One ſo outgoes the other, it will never = 
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Be turn'd to fit Obedience. 
Aubr. Burſt it then | 2 

With his full Swing given, where it brooks no Bound, 

Complaints of it are vain ; and all that reſts 

To be our Refuge (ſince our Powers are ſtrengthleſs) 

Is to conform our Wills to ſuffer freely, 

What with our Murmurs we can never maſter ; 
Ladies, be pleaſed with what Heav'n's Pleaſure ſuffers, 

Erect your Princely Countenances and Spirits, 
And to redreſs the Miſchiefs now reſiſtleſs, 

Sooth it in ſhew, rather than curſe or croſs it 

Which all amends, and vow to it your þeſt, 

But till you may perform it, let it reſt. | 
Gisb. Thoſe Temporizings are too dull and ſervile, 

To breath the free Air of a Manly Soul, 

W hich ſhall in me expire in Execrations, 

Before for any Life I ſooth a Murtherer. - 

Bald. Pour Lives before him, till his own be dry 

Of all Life's Services and human Comforts; 

None left that looks at Heav'n is half ſo baſe 

To do thoſe black and helliſn Actions Grace. 

Enter Rollo, Latorch, Hamond and Guard. 
Rol. Haſte Latorch, 

And raiſe the City as the Court is rais'd, 

Proclaiming the abhorr'd Conſpiracy 

In Plot againſt my Life. OY, 

Lat. 1 haſte, my Lord. 3 | Exit. | 
Rol. You there that mourn upon the juſtly Slain, 

Ariſe and leave it, if you love your Lives, 

And hear from me' what (kept by you) may ſave you. 
Mat. What will the Butcher do? 1 will not ſtir. 
Rol. Stir, and unforc'd ſtir, or ſtir never more: 

Command her, you grave Beldam, that know better 

My deadly Reſolutions, ſince I drew them 

From the infective Fountain of your own, 

Or. if you have forgot, this fiery Prompter 

Shall fix the freſh Impreſſion on vour Heart. | 
Soph. Rite Daughter, ſerve his Wili in what we may; 

Left what we may nor ke inforce the rather. 

Is this all you command us? $628 | 


Rol. 
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Rol. This Addition only admitted, that when I endea- 
To quit me of this Slaughter, you preſume not (vour 
To croſs me with a Syllable, for your Souls; 

Murmur, nor think againſt it, but weigh well, 
It will not help your ill, but help to more, 

And that my Hand wrought thus far to my Will, 
Will check at nothing till his Circle fill. 

Mat. Fill it, fo I conſent not, but who ſooths it 
Conſents, and who conſents to Tyranny, does it. 

Rol Falſe Traitreſs, die then with him. (your ſelf 

Aubr. Are you mad, to offer at more Blood, and make 
More horrid to your People? Ill proclaim, 

It is not as your Inſtrument will publiſh. _ 

Rol. Do, and take that along with you ſo nimble ! 
Reſign my Sword, and dare not for thy Soul 
To offer what thou inſolently threatneſt; 

One Word, proclaiming croſs to what Lazorch 
Hath in Commiſſion, and intends to publiſh. (Good, 

Aubr. Well, Sir, not for your Threats, but for your 
Since more Hurt to you would more hurt your Country, 
And that you muſt make Virtue of the Need 
That now compels you, I'Il conſent as far 
As Silence argues, to your Will proclaim'd : 

And ſince no more Sons of your Princely Father 
Survive to rule but you, and that I with 
You ſhould rule like your Father, with the Love 
And Zeal of all your Subjects; this foul Slaughter 
That now you have committed, made aſhamed 
With that fair Bleſſing, that, in place of Plagues, 
Heav'n tries our mending Diſpoſition with: 

Take here your Sword, which now. uſe like a Prince, 
And no more like a Tyrant. 5 

Rol. This ſounds well, live, and be gracious with us. 

Gisb. and Bald. Oh, Lord Aubrey. 

Mat. He flatter thus? 

Soph. He temporizes fitly. 

Rol. Wonder invades me; do you two think much, 
That he thus wiſely, and with Need conſents 
To what I author for your Country's Good? 
You being my Tutor, you my Chancellor. 
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Gicb. Your Chancellor is not your Flatterer, Sir. 

Bald. Nor is it your Tutor's 17 ſhield ſuch Do- 

Rol. Sir, firſt know you, (E&rine, 
In Praiſe of your pure Oratory tha rais'd 3 
That when the People, who I know by this 


Are rais'd out of their Reſts, and haſt ning hither 
To witneſs what is done here, are arrived 
With our Latorch, that you, ex rempore, 
Shall faſhion an Oration to acquit 


And juſtifie this forced Fact of mine; 
Or for the proud Refuſal loſe your Head. 

Gisb. I faſhion an Oration to acquit you? 
Sir, know you then, that 'tis a thing leſs eafie 
To excuſe a Paricide than to commit it. 

Ro]. 1 do not wiſh you, Sir, to excuſe me, 5 
But to accuſe my Brother, as the Cauſe 


Of his own Slaughter, by attempting mine. 


Gisb. Not for the World, ſhould pour Blood on Blood; 
It were another Murther to accuſe 
Him that fell innocent. (cution. 
Rol. Away with him, hence, bail him ſtraight to Exe- 
Aubr. Far fly ſuch Rigour, your amendful Hand. 
Rol. He "rites wit Hom that ſpeaks for him 53 
Guard, do your Office on him, on your Lives Pain. 
Gish. Tyrant, *twill haſte thy own Death. 
Roll. Let it wing it, 
He threatens me; Villains, tear him Piece meal hence. 
Guard. Avant Sir. 
Ham. Force him hence. 
Ral. Diſpatch him, On, | 
And bring me inſtant Werd he is diſpatched, 
And how his Rhetorick takes it. 
Ham. Tl not r 
Rol. Captain, beſides remember this! in chief; 
That being executed, you deny _ 
To all his Friends the Rites of Funeral, 
And caſt his Carkaſs out to Dogs and Fowls. 
Ham. Tis done, my Lord. 
Rol. Upon your Life not fail. 
. What 1 * daring | is there * of Heay' Ro | 
910 
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Ro). Sir, now prepare your ſelf, againſt the People 
Make here their Entry, to diſcharge the Oration 
He hath denied my Will. 3 
Bald. For Fear of Death? ha, ha, lia. 
Rol. Is Death ridiculous with you? : 
Works Miſery of Age this, or thy Judgment? 
Bald. Judgment, falſe Tyrant. 3 
Rol. You'll make no Oration then? (wilt, 
Bald. Not to excuſe, but aggravate thy Murder if thou 
Which I will ſo enforce, 11] make thee wreak it 
(With hate of what thou win'ſt by't) on thy ſelf, 
With ſuch another juſtly merited Murther. 
Rol. I'll anſwer you anon. 
Enter Latorch. | | 
Lat. The Citizens are haſting, Sir, in heaps, all full re⸗ 
y my Perſwaſion, of your Brother's Treaſons. (ſolv'dz 
Rol. Honeſt Latorch. | — 
- Enter Hamond. 
Ham. See, Sir, here's Gisbert's Head. 
Rol. Good ſpeed ; was't with a Sword? 
Ham. An Axe, Sir. | 5 
Fol. An Axe? 'twas vilely done, I would have had 
My own fine Headſman done it with a Sword; 
Go, take this Dotard here, and take his Head 
JJ EE 
Ham. Your Schoolmaſter? | 
_ Kot. Even e. 1 
Bald. For teaching thee no better; tis the belt 
Of all thy damned Juſtices; away, 3 
Captain, I'll follow: glood andPuty; 
Ed. Oh ſtay there, Duke, and in the midit of all thy 
Hear a poor Maid's Petitions, hear a Daughter, 
The only Daughter of a wretched Father; | 
Oh ſtay your haſte, as you ſhall need this Mercy. 
Rol. Away with this fond Woman. 
Ed. You muſt hear me, 
If there be any Spark of Pity in yu, 
If ſweet Humanity and Mercy rule you; 
L do confeſs you are a — — your Anger 
s great as you, your Execution greater: "Ms 
Vo. III * Oo 0, 
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Rol. Away with him. 
Ed. Oh Captain, by thy Manhood, | 
By her ſoft Soul that bare thee, I do confeſs, Sir, 
| Your Doom of Juſtice on your Foes moſt righteous z 
Good noble Prince look on me. 7 
Rol. Take her from me. , 
Ed. A Curſe upon his Life that hinders me; 
May Father's Bleſſing never fall upon him, | 
May Heav'n never hear his Prayers: I beſeech you, 
Oh Sir, theſe few Tears beſeech you theſe chaſt Hands 
That never yet were heav'd, but to things holy, (woo you, 
Things like your ſelf, you are a God above us; * 
Be as a God then, full of ſaving Mercy, Wy 
Mercy, Oh Mercy, for his ſake Mercy; 
That when your ſtout Heart weeps, ſhall give you Pity 
B LB THEE 
Rol. By Heav'n, I'll ſtrike thee, Woman. 
Ed. Moſt willingly, let all thy Anger ſeek me, 
All the muſt ſtudied Torments, ſo this good Man, 
This old Man, and this Innocent eſcape thee. 
Rol. Carry him away, I fay. . : 
Ed. Now Bleſſing on thee, Oh ſweet Pity, 
J fee it in thy Eyes, I charge you Soldiers, 
Even by the Prince's Power, releaſe my Father, 
The Prince is merciful, why do you hold him? 
He is old, why do you hurt him? ſpeak, Oh ſpeak, Sir; 
Speak as you are a Man; a Man's Life hangs, Sir, 
BN A Friend's Life, and a ſofter Life, upon you: 
* Tis but a Word, but Mercy quickly ſpoke, Sir; 
= . Ok (peaks Prince; - i 
Rol. Will no Man here obey me? 
Have I no Rule yet? as IU live he dies 
That does not execute my Will, and ſuddenly. _ 
Bald. All that thou canſt do takes but one ſhort Hour 
Rol. Hew off her Hande. (from me. 
Ham. Lady, hold off. 2 "oF 


Ed. Nay, hew. em. e | 
Hew off my innocent Hands, as he commands you. 
ES [Exeunt Guard, and Count Baldwin. 
"They'll hang the fafter on for Death's 9 T 
7 NAY ps | | ou 
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Thou Seed of Rocks, will nothing move thee then? 
Are all my Tears loft ? all mv righteous Prayers 
Drown'd in thy drunken Wrath? I ſtand thus then, 
Thus boldly, bloody Tyrant, i 
And to thy Face in Heav'n's high Name dehie thee; 
And may ſweet Mercy, when thy Soul ſighs for it, 
When under thy black Miſchiets thy Fleth trembies, 
When neither Strength, nor Vouth, nor Friends, nor Gold 
Can ſtay one Hour, when thy moſt wretched Conſcience 
Wak'd from her Dream of Death, like Fire ſhall melt thee, 
When all thy Mother's Tears, thy Brother's Wounds, 
Thy People's Fears and Curſes, and my Loſs, 
My aged Father's Loſs ſhall ſtand before thee 
Kol. Save him I fay, run, fave him, ſave her Father, 
Fly, and redeem his Head. Exit Latorch. 

Ed. May then that Pity, 
That Comfort thou expeCt'ſt from Heav'n, that Mercy 
Be lockt up from thee, fly thee, Howling find thee, 
Deſpair, Oh my ſweet Father, Storms of Terrors, 
Blood till thou burſt again. 
Kol. Oh fair ſweet Anger. 
EKRmer Latorch and Hamond with a Head. 

Lat. I am too late, Sir, *twas diſpatch'd before, 
And his Head is here. | 
Rol. And my Heart there; go bury him, 
Give him fair Rites of Funeral, decent Honours, 

Ed. Wiltthou not take me, Monſter? higheſt Heav'n 
Give him a Puniſhment fit for his Miſchief. 
Lat. I fear thy Prayer is heard, and he rewarded: 
Lady, have Patience, *twas unhappy Speed 
Blame not the Duke, twas not his Fault, but Fate's; - 
He ſent, you know, to ſtay it, and commanded, 
In care of you, the heavy Obj ct hence 
Soon as it came: Have better Thoughts of him. 
op „ 

1 Cit. Where's this young Traitor? 

Lat. Noble Citizens, here, 2 
And here the Wounds he gave your Sovereign Lord. 

1 Cit, This Prince of Force muſt be 
Beloy'd of Heay'n, whom Heay'n hath thus preſcrv'd. 
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2 Cit. And if he be beloy'd of Heav'n, you know, 
He muſt be juſt, and all his Actions ſo. 

Rol. Concluded like an Oracle. Oh how great 
A Grace of Heav'n is a wiſe Citizen! 
For Heay'n 'tis makes 'em wiſe, as't makes me juſt, 
As it preſerves me, as I now ſurvive 
By his ſtrong Hand to keep you all alive: 1 
Your Wives, your Children, Goods and Lands kept yours, 
That had been elſe Preys to his Tyrannous Power, 
That would have prey'd on me, in Bed aſſaulted me 
In ſacred Time of Peace; my Mother here, 
My Siſter, this juſt Lord, and all had felt 
The certain Gulf of this Conſpiracy, 
Of which my Tutor and my Chancellor, 
(Two of the graveſt, and moſt counted honeſt 
In all my Dukedom) were the monſtrous Heads; 
Oh truſt no honeſt Men for their ſakes ever, 
My politick Citizens, but thoſe that breathe 
The Names of Cut-throats, Uſurers and Tyrants, 


Oh thoſe believe in, for the foul-mouth'd World 


Can give no better Terms to ſimple Goodneſs: 
Even me it dares blaſpheme, and thinks me tyrannous 
For ſaving my own Life ſought by my Brother; 
Yet thoſe that ſought h's Life before by Poiſon 
(Though mine own Servants, hoping to pleaſe me) 
I'll lead to Death for't, which your Eyes ſhall ſee. 
1 Crt. Why, what a Prince is here! 

2 Cit. How juſt! 

3 Cit. How gentle! | 

Rol. Well, now my deareſt Subjects, or much rather 


My Nerves, my Spirits, or my vital Blood; 


Turn to your needful Reſts, and ſettled Peace, 


Fix'd in this Root of Steel, from whence it ſprung 


In Heav'n's great Help and Bleſſing: But c'er Sleep 
Bind in his ſweet Oblivion your dull Senſes, 


Ihe Name and Virtue of Heav'n's King advance 


For yours, in chief, for my Deliverance. 
Cit. Heay'nand his King ſave our molt pious Sovereign. 
| | [ Exeunt Citizens. 

Rol. 
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Rol. Thanks my good People. Mother, and kind Siſter, 
And you my noble Kinſmen, things born thus 
Shall make ye all command whatever I 
Enjoy in this my abſolute Empire. 
Take in the Body of my Princely Brother, 
For whoſe Death, ſince his Fate no other way 
Would give my eldeſt Birth his ſupream Right, 
We'll mourn the cruel influence it bears, 
And waſh his Sepulchre with kindly Tears. 
Aubr. If this Game end thus, Heav'ns will rule the ſer. 
What we have yielded to, we could not let. 
[ Exeunt omnes prater Latorch, and Edith. 
Lat. Good Lady riſe, and raiſe your Spirits withal, 
More high than they are humbled ; you have Cauſe, 
As much as ever honour'd happieſt Lady; 
And when your Ears are freer to take in 
Your moſt amendful and unmatched Fortunes, 
I Il make you drown a hundred helpleſs Deaths 
In Sea of one Life pour'd into your Boſom ; 
With which ſhall flow into your Arms, the Riches, 
The Pleaſures, Honours, and the Rules of Princes 
Which though Death ſtop your Ears, methinks ſhould 
Aſſay ro forget Death. 3 (open 'em, 
Ed. Oh ſlaughter d Father! TN 
Lat. Taſte of what cannot be redreſs'd, and bleſs 
The Fate that yet you curſe ſo; ſince for that 
You ſpake ſo movingly, and your ſweet Eyes 
With ſo much Grace fill'd, that you ſet on fire 
The Duke's Affection, whom you now may rule 
As he rules all his Dukedom; is't not ſweet ? 
Does it not ſhine away your Sorrows Clouds? 
Sweet Lady, take wiſe Heart, and hear and tell me. 
Ed. I hear no Word you ſpeak. 
Lat. Prepare to hear then, 
And be not barr'd up from your ſelf, nor add 
To your ill Fortune with your far worſe Judgment; 
Make me your Servant to attend with all Joys 
Your ſad eſtate, till they both bleſs and ſpeak it: 
See how they'll bow to you, make me wait, command me 
To watch out every Minute, for the ſtay 8 
D0 3. Your 
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Your modeſt Sorrow fancies, raiſe your Graces, 
And do my Hopes the Honour of your Motion, 
To all the offered Heights that now attend you: 
Oh how your Touches raviſh ! how the Duke 
Is ſlain already with your Flames embrac'd! 
I will both ſerve and viſit you, and often. 

Ed. I am not fit, Sir. 71 5 


Lat. lime will make you, Lady.  FExennt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter the Guard, three or four Boys, then the Sheriff, Cook, 
Teoman of the Cellar, Butler, Pantler, to Execution. 
1 Guard. Come, bring 10 theſe Fellows, on, gf 
1 „ em. 
2 Guard. Make room before there, room for the Pri- 
(loners. 
1 Boy. Let's run before, Boys, we ſhall have no Places 
2 Boy. Are theſe the Vouths? (elſe. 
Cook. Theſe are the Youths you look for, 
And, pray my honeſt Friends, be not ſo haſty, 
here will be nothing done till we come, I aſſure you- 
3 Boy. Ncre's a wite Hanging; are there no more? 
Bur. Do you hear, Sir? you may come in for your 


4 


Ok. My Friend, if you be unprovided of a Hanging, 
You look like a Good-F ellow,-I can afford you 


A reaſonable Pennyworth. 7 Rel 
2 Boy. Afore, af re, Boys, here's enough to make us 
Teo. Pox take you, ; | (Sport. 

Do you call this Sport? are theſe your Recreations? 


Muſt we be hang d to make you Mirth? 
Cook. Do you hear? 5 


You Cuſtard-Pate, we go to't for High Treaſon, 
An honourable Fault: Thy fooliſh Father 


Was hang'd for ſtealing Sheep. 


Boys. Away, away, Boys. 8 3 

Cook. Do you lee how that ſneaking Rogue looks now? 
You, Chip, Pantler, you peaking Rogue, that prov ided us 
theſe Negklacesz you poor Rogue,you OY ORD 
: „FF Peant. 
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Pant. Pray, pray, Fellows. | (now, 
Cook. Pray for thy cruſty Soul? where's your Reward 

Goodman Manchet, for your fine Diſcovery? 

I do beſeech you, Sir, where are your Dollars? 

Draw with your Fellows, and be hang'd. 

Teo, He muſt now; - 

For now he ſhal} be hang'd firſt, that's his Comfort, 

A Place too good ior thee, thou meal-mouth'd Raſcal. 
Cook. Hang handſomly for ſhame,come, leave your pray- 

You peaking Knave, and die like a good Courtier, (ing, 

Die honeſtly, and like a Man; no Preaching, 

With I beſeech you take Example by me, 

Lliv'd a lewd Man, good People. Pox on't, 

Die me as if thou hadſt din'd, ſay Grace, and God be with 
Guard. Come, will you forward? ___ (you, 
Ck. Good Mr. Sheriff, your Leave, this haſty Work 

Was ne'er done well; give us fo much time as bu: to ſing 

Our own Ballads, for we'll truſt no Man, 

Nor no Tune but our own; 'twas done in Ale too, 

And therefore cannot be refus'd in Juſtice. _ 

Your penny-pot Poets are ſuch pelting Thieves, 

They ever hang Men twice; we have it here, Sir, 

And ſo muſt every Merchant of our Voyage. 

He'll make a ſweet Return elſe of his Credit. 


Teo, One Fit of our own Mirth, and then we are for 


Guard. Make haſte then, diſpatch. (you. 
Teo. There's Day enough, Sir. . (younger. 


Ch. Come, Boys, ſing chearfully, we ſhall ne'er ſing 


We have choſen a loud Tune too, becauſe it TO — 

| | Well. 
| The SON CG. 

Come, Fortine*s a Whore, I care not who tell her, 
Would offer to ſtrangle a Page of the Cellar, 

That ſhould by his Oath, to any Man's thinking, 

And Place, have had a Defence for his Drinking z 
But thus ſhe does ſtill, when ſhe pleaſes to palter, 

Inſtead of bis Wages, ſhe gives him a Halter. 


Three merry Boys, and three merry Boys, and three merry 


Boys are we, ; 
As ever did ſing in a kexypen String under the Gallow- tree 
e e II. Bu 
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But I that was ſo luſty, 
And ever kept my Bottles, 
That neither they were muſty, 
And ſeldom leſs than Pottles ; 
For me to be thus ſtops now, 
With Hemp inſtead of Cork, Sir, 
And from the Gallows or now, 
Shews that there is a Fork, Sir, 
In Death, and this the her, 
Man may. be two ways killed, 
Or like the Bottle, broken, © 
Or like the Wine, be ſpilled. 

| Three merry Boys, SC | 


: III. 


Ob yet but Iook on the be Maſter Cook, the 3 of the Kitchin, 1 


1 ſowing ure Fate, at fo loft 5 a rate, no Taylor &er had 

| © (flitehbing, 

For though he makes the Man, the Cook yet makes the Diſhes, 

The which no Taylor can, wherein I have my Wiſhes, 

That I who at ſu many & Feaſt, have pleard fo ſo many Tafters, 

Should now my ſelf come to be' dreſt, a Diſb for ” my Mafters. 
Three merty Boys, &c. 


Dot. There's a few Copies bin you; now 8 
And good Mr. Sheriff let me not be Printed 


With a braſs Pot on my Head. (er. 
Bur. March fair, march fair, alore⸗ good Sanden Pant. 
e IV. 


Pant. Oh Man or Beaſt, or ycu at leaſt, 
That wear or Brow or Antler, 
Prick up your Ears, unto the Tears 
Of me poor Paul the Pantler, 

That thus am clipt, becauſe I chipe 

The curſed Cruſt of Trea = 

With Loyal Knife; Ob ws gif ENT 

To Pang bus without rea ſon, — | 
£ ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 


Enter Aubrey, and Latorch. 


r have waited here to ſpeak with you, 
And you muſt hearken; ſer not forth your Leg 
Of haſte, nor put your face of buſineſs on; 
An honeſter Affair than this I urge too, 
You will not eaſily think on; and 'twill be 
Reward to entertain it; *tis your Fortune 
To have our Maſter's Ear above the reſt 
Of us that follow him, but that no Man envies; 
For I have well conſider'd, Truth ſomctimes 
May be convey'd in by the ſame Conduits 
That Falſhood is: Theſe Courſes that he takes 
Cannot but end in Ruin; Empire got 
By Blood and Violence, muſt ſo be held; 
And how unſafe that is, he firſt will prove, 
That toiling ſtill to remove Enemies 
Makes himſelf more; It is not now a Brother, 
A faithful Counſellor of Eſtate, or two, 
That are his danger, they are far diſpatch'd ; 
It is a Multitude that begin to fear, 
And think what began there muſt end in them; 
For all the fine Oration that was made em, 
And they are not an eaſie Monſter quell'd. 
Princes may pick their ſuffering Nobles out; 
And one by one employ em to the block; but when they 
once grow formidable to their Clowns, and Coblers, ware 
then, guard themſelves; if thou durſt tell him this, La- 
zorch, the ſervice would not diſcredit the good Name 
you hold with Men, beſides the profit to your Maſter, 
and the Publick. OO | 9 

Lat. I conceive not ſo, Sir: (his fancy? 
They are airy Fears; and why ſhou[d I object them unto 
Wound what is yet ſound? your Counſels colour not 
Wich reaſon of State, where all that's neceſſary ſtill is juſt. 


The actions of the Prince, while they ſuccecd, 
e 1 33%ö;ͤ;ͤ;éÜ ns 
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Should be made good, and glorified; not queſtion'd 
Men do but ſhew their ill Affections, that:!⁊Äñläñ 
Aubr. What? Speak out. | 
Lat. Do murmur againſt their Maſters. 
Aubr. Is this to mee? 1 
Lat. It is to wholoever miſlikes of the Duke's courſes. 
Aubr. Ay! is't ſo? at your Stateward, Sir? 3 
Lar. I'm (worn to hear nothing may prejudice thePrince. 
Aubr. Why, do you? or have you, ha? (ſometimes. 
Lat. I cannot tell, Mens Hearts ſhew in their Words 
Aubr. I ever thought thee | 
Knave of the Chamber, art thou the Spy too? 
Lat. A Watchman for the State, and one that's known, 
Sir, to be rightly affected. | 
Aubr. Bawd of the State | 
No leſs than of thy Maſter's Luſts. I now 
See nothing can redeem thee; doſt thou mention 
Affection, or a Heart, that ne'er_hadſt any? 
Know'ft not to Love or Hate, but by the State, 
As thy Prince does't before thee? That doſt never 
Wear thy own Face, but put'ſt on his, and gather'ſt 
Baits for his Ears; liv'ſt wholly at his beck, 
And er thou dar'ſt utter a Thought's thine own, 
Muſt expect his; creep'ſt forth and wad'ſt into him 
As if thou wert to fal a Ford, there proving 


Vet if thy Tongue may ſtep on ſafely or no; | 
Then bring'ſt his Virtue aſſeep, and ſtay'ſt the Wheel 
Both of his Reaſon and Judgment, that they move not: 
W hite'ſt over all his Vices; and at laſt | 
Doſt draw a Cloud of Words before his Eyes, 

Till he can neither ſee thee nor himſelf? | 

Wretch, I dare give him honeſt Counſels, Ay, 

And love him while I tell him Truth; old Aubrey 
Diaares go the ſtraighteſt way, which ſtill's the ſhorteſt, 
Walk on the Thorns thou ſcatter'ſt, Paraſite, 

And tread 'em into nothing; and if thou 


Then let'ſt a Look fall, of the leaſt diſlike, 


Tl rip thy Crown up with my Sword at height, 
And pluck thy Skin over thy Face, in fight 
Of him thou flatter'ſt; unto thee I ſpeak it, LEY 
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Slave, againſt whom all Laws ſhould now conſpire, 
Andevery Creature that hath Senſe, be arm'd, 
As gainſt the common Enemy of Mankind 
That ſleep'ſt within thy Maſter's Ear, and whiſper'ſt 
Tis better for him to be fear'd than lov'd; 
Bid'ſt him truſt no Man's Friendſhip, ſpare no Blood 
That may ſecure him; ttis no cruelty 
That hath a ſpecious End; for Soveraignty 
Break all the Laws of kind; if it ſucceed, 
An honeſt, noble, and praiſe-worthy Decd; 
W hile he that rakes thy Poiſons in, ſhall feel 
Their virulent workings in a point of Time, 
When no Repentance can bring Aid, bur all . 
His Spirits ſhall melt, with what his Conſcience burn'd, 
And dying in flatterers Arms, ſhall fall unmourn'd. 
There's matter for you now. N 
Lat. My Lord, this makes not for loving of my Maſter. 
Aubr. Loving? No; 
They hate ill Princes moſt that make them ſo. 
Enter Rollo, Hamond, Allan, and Guard. 
Kol. I'll hear ao mor. 
Ham. Alas, tis for my Brother: I beſecch your Highneſs. 
Rol. How, a Brother? had not Tone my elf? Did Title 
Move me when it was fit that he ſhould Die? 155 2 
All. Brother, loſe no word more, leave my good Cauſe 
T* upbraid the Tyrant, I'm glad I'm faln 5 
Nov in thoſe times, that will'd ſome great Example 
T' aſſure Men we can die for Honeſty. 
Rol. Sir, you are brave, pray that you hold your Neck 
As bravely forth anon unto your Headſman. | 
All. Would he would ftrike as bravely, and thou by, 
Rollo, twould make thee quake to ſee me Die. 
Aubr. What's his Offence? (Maſter. 
Ham. For giving Gisbert burial, who was ſometimes his 
All. Yes, Lord Aubrey, 55 5 
My gratitude and humanity are my Crimes. 
Rol. Why bear you him not hence? 
Aubr. My Lord, (ſtay Soldiers) 
do beſeech your Highneſs, do nor boy. 


Such 
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Such Men for ſuch ſlight cauſes. This is one 
Has ſtill been faithful ro you, a try'd Soul 

In all your Father's Battels ; I have ſeen him 
Beſtride a Friend againſt a ſcore of Foes, 
And look, he looks as he would kill his hundred 
For you, dit, were you in ſome danger. 

AI. Till he kill'd his Brother, his Chancellor, then his 
Maſter, to which he can add nought to equal Nero, 
But killing of his Mother. 

Aubr. Peace, brave Fool, 

Thou valiant Aſs: Here is his Brother too, Sir, 

A Captain of your Guard, hath ſerv'd you long, 
With the moſt noble witneſs of his truth 

Mark'd in his Face, and every part about him, 

That turns not from an Enemy. But view him, 

Oh do not grieve him, Sir, if you do mean 

That he ſhall hold his Place: It is not ſafe 

To tempt ſuch Spirits, and let them wear their Swords, 
You'll make your Guards your Terrors by theſe Acts, 
And throw more Hearts off from you than you hold; 
And I muſt tell you, Sir, with my old freedom, 
And my old Faith to boot, you have not liv'd fo 
But that your ſtate will nou ſuch Men, ſuch hands 
Of which here's one, ſhall in an hour of tryal, 

Do you more certain Service with a ſtroke, 

Than the whole bundle of your Flatterers, 

With all the unſavory unction of their Tongues. 

Rol. Peace, Talker. 

Aubr. One that loves you yet, my Lord, 

And would not ſee you pull on your own Ruins. 
Mercy becomes a Prince, and guards him beſt, 

Awe and affrights are never tyes of Love; 

And when Men begin to fear the Prince, they hate him. 

Rol. Am I the Prince, or you? 


Aubr. My Lord, I hope IL have not utter'd ought ſhould 

urge that queſtion. *' 5 
Rol. Then practiſe your Obedience, ſee him dead. 
Aubr. My Lord? . _ 


Roll. I'll hear no more. 


F 


Aubr. 
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Aubr. Lm ſorry then; there's no ſmall deſpair, Sir, of their 
Safety, whoſe Ears are block'd up againſt Truth; come, 
Captain. TAL 
Ham. I thank you, Sir. (honeſt ? 
Aubr. For what? for ſeeing thy Brother die a Man, and 
Live thou ſo, Captain, I will aſſure thee, | 
Although I die for't too; come----[ Ex. all but Roll. and Lat. 
Rol. Now, Latorch, what do you think? (of the boldeſt. 
Lat. That Aubrey's Speech and Manners ſound ſomewhat 
Rol. Tis his cuſtom. 
Lat. It may be ſo, and yet be worth a fear. (quickly too 
Rol. If we thought ſo, it ſhould be worth his Life, and. 
Lat. I dare not, Sir, be Author 2 
Of what I would be, tis ſo dangerous: 
But with your Highneſs favour and your licence. 
Rol. He talks, tis true; he is licens'd: Leave him, 
We now are Duke alone, Latorch, ſecur'd; 
Nothing left ſtanding to obſcure our proſpect, 
We look right forth, beſide, and round about us, 
And ſee it ours with pleaſure: Only one 
Wiſh'd joy there wants to make us to poſſeſs it, 
And that is Edith, Edith, ſhe that got me 
In Blood and Tears, in ſuch an oppoſite minute, 
As had I not at once felt all the flames 
And ſhafts of Love ſhot in me, his whole Armory, 
I ſhould have thought him as far off as Death. 
Lat. My Lord, expect a while, your Happineſs 
Is nearer than you think it; yet her Griets 
Are green and freſh, your vigilant Latorch 
Hath not been idle; I have leave already 
To viſit her, and ſend to her. 
Rol. My life. | 
Lat. And if I find not out as ſpeedy ways, 
And proper Inſtruments to work and bring her 
To your fruition; that ſhe be not watch'd \ 
Tame to your Highneſs wiſh, ſay you have no Servant 
Is capable of ſuch a truſt about you, EE 
Or worthy to be Secretary of your Pleaſure. 
Rol. Oh my Latorch, what ſhall I render thee 


For all thy travels, care, and love? (grant me. 
Lat, Sir, one Suit, which I will ever importune, "till 1757 
3 0¹. 
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Rol. About your Mathematicians? 
Lat. Yes, to have | 
The Scheme of your Nativity judg'd by them, 
I have't already ere ted; O my Lord, 
You do not know the labour. of my fears, 
My deubts tor you are ſuch as cannot hope 
Any Security but from the Stars; | 
Who, being rightly ask'd, can tell Man more 
Than all power elſe, there being no power beyond them, 
Rol. All thy Petitions {till are care of us, 
Ask for thy ſelf. 
Lat. What more can concern me, than this? 
Rol. Well, riſe true honeſt Man, and go then, 
We'll ſtudy our ſelves a means how to reward thee. /neſs 
Lat. Your Grace is now inſpir'd; now, now your High- 
Begins to live, from this hour count your joys: 
Bur, Sir, I muſt have Warrants, with blanks figur'd, 
To put in Names, ſuch as I like. 
Rol. You ſhall. | = 
Lat. They dare not elſe offer, Sir, at your figure? 
Oh I ſhall bring you wonders; there's a Friar 
Ruyſee, an admirable Man, another 
A Gentleman, and then la Fiske,. 
The Mirror of his Time; *twas he that ſet it. 
But there's one Norbret (him I never ſaw) 
Has made a Mirror, a meer ren rh 7 8 
In ſhew you'ld think't no other; the form Oval, 
As ] am given to underſtand by Letter, 
Which renders you ſuch Shapes, and thoſe ſo differing, 
And ſome that will be queſtion'd and give anſwers 
Then has he ſet it in  Prains, that wrought 
Unto the Revolutions of the Stars, 
And ſo compact by due proportions 
Unto their harmony, doth move alone 
A true Automaton; thus Daedalus Statues, 
Or Vulcan's Tools 55 
Rol. Doſt thou believe this? of 
Lat. Sir? Why, what ſhould ſtay my Faith, or turn my 
He has been about it above twenty Years, | (Senſe? 
Three ſevens, the powerful, and the perfect 5, 


* 
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And Art and Time, Sir, can produce ſuch things. 
What do I read there of Hiarbas Banquet? 
The great Gymnoſophiſt, that had his Butlers 
And Carvers of pure Gold waiting at Table? 
The Images of Mercury, too, that ſpoke? : 
The Wooden Door that flew? A Snake of Braſs 
That hiſt? and Birds of Silver that did ſing? - 
All thoſe new done by the Mathematicks, 
Without which there's no Science, nor no Truth. 

Rol. You are in your ſphear, Latorch': and rather 
Than T'1l contend w'ye tor it, I'll believe it, 
You've won upon me that I with to ſee 
My Fate before me now, whate*er it be. 
Lat. And I'll endeavour, you ſhall know with ſpeed, 
For which I ſhould have one of truſt go with me, 
If you pleaſe, Hamond, that I may by him 
Send you my firſt Diſpatches; after I _ 
Shall bring you more, and as they come ſtill more. 

Rol. Take your way, 
Chuſe your own means, and be it proſperous to us. 
ED [ Exeunt. 


Enter Ruſee, de Bube, la Fiske, Norbret, and Pippeau. 


| Ruſ. Come, bear up Sirs, we ſhall have better days, 
My Almanack tells me. 
Bub. What is that? your Rump? 5 
Ruf. It never itch'd in vain yet, ſlide la Fiske, 
Throw off thy ſluggiſh Face, I cannot abide 
To ſee thee look like a poor Jade i'th* Pound, 
That ſaw no Meat theſe three days. 
Fiske. *Slight, to me | 
It ſeems thirteen days ſince I ſaw any. 
 Ruſ. How? 3 
Fiſ. I can't remember that I ever ſaw 
Or Meat or Mony, you may talk of both 
To open a Man's Stomach or his Purſe, 
But feed 'em ſtill with Air. : 
Bub. Friar, I fear 


Hie. But not as he did 
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You do not ſay your Office well a- days. 

Nor. Pox, he feeds 1 
With leachery, and lives upon th' exchange 
Of his two Eggs and Puddings with the Market- women. 

Ruſ. And what do you, Sir, with the Advocate's Wife, 
Whom you perſwade, upon your Doctoral Bed, 

To take the Mathematical Trance ſo often? 

Firke. Come, we are ſtark naught all, bad's the beſt of us 
Four of the ſeven deadly ſpots we are; - 
Beſides our Leachery, we are envious, 0 
And moſt, moſt gluttonous when we have it thus, 

Moſt covetous now we want it; then our Boy 
He is a fifth ſpot, Sloth and he undoes us. 

Bub. Tis true, the Child was wont to be induſtrious, 
And now and then ſent to a Merchant's Wife 
Sick of the Husband, or a ſwcaring Butler 
That miſs'd of his Bowls, a crying Maid 
Had loſt a Silver Spoon; the Curry Comb - 

Sometimes was wanting; there was ſomething gotten; 
But now.. 8 2. 24 

Pip, What now? Did not I Veſter- morning 
Bring you in a Cardecu there from the Peaſant, 

W hoſe Aſs I had driven aſide, and hid, that you 
Might conjure for him? and then laſt Night, 
Six Soulz from the Cook's Wife, you ſhar'd among you, 
To ſet a figure for the Peſtle ſtole, - 

It is not at home yet; theſe things, my Maſters, 

In a hard time, they would be thought on: You 

Talk of your Lands and Caftles in the Air, 

Of your twelve Houſes there: But it is I 
That bring you in your Rents for em, tis Pippeauu 
That is your Bird-call. 4 
Wer. Faith he does well, . 

And cuts through the Elements for us, I muſt needs ſay 

In a fine dextrous Line. e 


At firſt, then he would ſail with any Wind 
Int' every Creek and Corner. 
Pip. I was light then, 


2 


Ne built and rigg'd when I came to you, Gentlemen 0 
| a N Bu 


= | 
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But now with often and fur venturing for you | 
Here be Leaks ſprung, and whole Planks wanting, ſee you; 
If you'll new ſheath me again, yet 1 am for you 
To any Bog or Sleights, where-&er you'll ſend me, 
For as I am, where can this ragged Bark 
Put in for any Services 'leſs it be | 
O'th' Iſle of Rogues, and there turn Pirate for you? 
Nor. Faith he ſays Reaſon, Fryer, you muſt leave 
ourneat criſp Claret, and fall to your Cyder 
A while; and you Ja Fiske, your larded Capons 
And Turkies for atime, and take a good 
Clean Tripe in your way; de Bube too muſt content him 
with wholſom two ſouz'd Petitoes, no more Crown Or» 
dinaries, till we have cloath'd our Infant. 
Bube. So you'll keep 
Your own good Motions, Doctor, your dear ſelf. 
Fike. Yes, for we all do know the Latitude 
Of your Contupiſcence. 5 
Ruſ. Here about your Belly. a 
Bube. You'll pick a Bottle open or a Whimſey, 
As ſoon as the beſt of us. 
 Fiske. And dip your Wriſt-bands, | The Bell Rings, 
(For Cuffs you've none) as comely in the Sauce 
As any Courtier—— hark, the Bell, who is there? 
| Rufſ. Good luck I do conjure thee; Boy look our. 
Pip.” They are Gallants, Courtiers, one of 'em is 
Of the Duke's Bed- chamber. [Exit and enter again. 
Res ſ. | Latorch, COWN, 1 Norbret. 
On with your Gown, there's 2 new Suite arriv'd, 
Did ] not tell you, Sons of Hunger? Crowns, 
Crowns are coming toward you, Wine and Wenches 
You ſhall have once again, and Fidlers : 
Into your Studies cloſe; each lay his Ear 
To his Door, and as you hear me to prepare you 
So come, and put me on that Vizard only. 
Enter Latoreb, and Hamond. 
Lat. You'll not be far hence Captain, when the 
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. "Buſineſs is done you ſhall receive preſent Diſpatch, - 8 
Ham. I'Il walk, Sir, in the Cloyſter. Exit. 
Vol. III. F The 
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The World, ſuperfluous, ws BIT 
_ Ficke, We haye hcardof late of his Highneſs good ſuc- 
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Ihe Stars are happy {till that guide you hither, 


Lat. I'm glad to hear their Secretary ſay fo, 

My learned Father Ruſſe, where's la Fiske, 
Monſicur de Bube, how do they? 
Ku ſ. At their Studies, : 
They are the Secretaries of the Stars, Sir, 
Still at their Books, they will not be pull'd off, 
They ſtick like cupping Glaſſes; if ever Men 
Spoke with the Tongue of Deſtiny, *tis they. 
Lat. For loves ſake let's ſalute em. 

Risſ. Boy, go ſee, | | 


Tell them who's he:e, ſay, that their Friends do challenge 
Some portion of their Time, this is our Minute, 


Pray 'em they'll ſpare it: they are the Sun and Moon 
Of Knowledge; pity two fuch noble Lights 
Should live obſcur'd here in an Univerſity, 
W hoſe Beams were fit t' illumine any Court 
Of Chriſtendom. e 
En ter la Fisk, de Bube, and Pippeau. 
Lat. The Duke will ſhortly know em. 62 
- Hiske., Well, look upon the Aſtrolabe; you'll find it 

Fur Almucanturies at leaſt. e 


Bube. It is ſo. 


Ref. Still of their learned ſtuff, they care for nothing, 

But how to know, as negligent of their Bodies 
In Diet, or elſe, eſpecially in their Cioaths, 
As if they had no change. N 
Pip. They have ſo little 12 
As well may free them from the Name of Shifters. 

Fiske. Monſieur Latoreb? 

Lat. How is it, learned Gentlemen, with both your Vir- 

Bube. A moſt happy hour, when we ſee you, Sir. (tues ? 

Lat. When you hear me then | 
It will be happier; the Duke greets you both 
Thus, and though you may touch no Mony, Father, 
Vet you may take it. 5 

Raf. Tis his Highneſs Bounty, 

But yet to me, and theſe that have put off 


* 


. 
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Bube. And gratulate it. 
_ Lat. Indeed he hath ſcap'd a ſtrange Conſpiracy, 
Thanks to his Stars; which Stars he prays by me, 
You would again conſult, and make a Judgment 
On what you lately erected for my Love. 
Res. Oh, Sir, we dare not. 
Fiske. For our Lives. 
Bube. It is the Prince's Scheme. 
Lat. T' encounter with that fear, 1 
Here's to aſſure you, his Signet, write your Names, 
And be ſecured all three. ? 
Bube. We muſtintreat ſome Time, Sir. 
Lat. I muſt then intreat, it be as preſent as you can, 
Fiske. Have you the Scheme here? 
df I ©. TED | 
| Ruſ. I would you had, Sir, another Warrant. 
Lat. What would that do? 
 Ruf. Marry we have a Doctor, Sir, that in this Buſinc- 
Would not perform the ſecond Part. 
. Lat. Not him that you writ to me of? 
Ryfſ. The very ſame. 33 ä 
Lat. 1 ſhould have made it, Sir, my ſuit to ſee him; 
Here is a Warrant, Father, I conceiv'd 
That he had ſolely applied himſclf to Magick. 
Rf. And to their Studies too Sir, in this Field 
He was initiated, but we ſhall hardly 
Praw him from his Chair. | 
Lat. Tell him he ſhall have Gold. 5 
Hife. Oh, ſuch a Syllable would make him to for 
Ever to breath in your ſight. „ 
„ | CO 3 8 
Fist. Sir, he, if you do pleaſe to give him any thir 
Mutt have't convey'd under a Paper 
- Ruff. Or left behind ſome Book in his Study. 
Bube. Or in {ome old Wall. _ (pleales him, Sir 
Fishe. Where his Familiars may tell him of it; and tha 
Bube. Or elſe I'll go and aftay him. 
Lat. Take Gold with you. 3 
Ruſ. That will not be amiſs; give it the Boy, Sir, 
He knows his Holes, and how to bait his Spirits. 


| 


And Capricorn. 
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Pip. We muſt lay in ſeveral Places, Sir. chit. 
Ruſ. That's true; that if one come nor, the other ma 


Lat. Well, go then, is he ſo learned, Gentlemen? 
Fife. The very top of our Profeſſion, mouth ofthe Fates; 


Pray Heav'n his Spirits be in a good humour to take, 


They'll fling the Gold about the Houſe elſe. g 
Bube. Ay, and beat the Fryer if he go not-well 
Furniſh'd with Holy-water, 
Ficke. Sir, you muſt obſerve him. 
Bube. Not croſs him in a Word, for then he's gone. 
Frike. If he do come, which is a Hazard, yet 


_ Maſs he's here, this is ſpeed. 


Enter Norbret, Ruſs, and Pippeau. 
Nor. Where is our Scheme, 1 | 

Let's fee, diſpatch, nay fumbling,now, who's this? 

 Ruſ. Chief Gentleman of the Duke's Chamber, Doctor. 
Nor. Oh, let him be, good even to him, he's a Courtier, 

I'll ſpare his Complement, tell him: what's here? 

The geniture Nocturnal, Longitude 

At forty Nine and ten Minutes? How are the Cardins? 
Ficke. Libra in twenty four, forty four Minutes, 
Nor. I ſee it, ſee the Planets, 5 5 

Where, how are they diſpos'd? The Sun and Mercury, 


Mars with the Dragon's Tail in the third Houſe, 


And fars Fortune in the Imo Cæli, 

Then Jupiter in the Twelfth, the Cacodemon. 
Bube. And Venus in the ſecond Inferna Porta. 
Nor. I ſee it, peace, then Saturn in the Fifth, 

Luna ith? Seventh, and much of Scorpio, 

Then Mars his Gaudium, riſing in th'aſcendent, 

And join' d with Libra too, the Houſe of Venus, 

And Juniu Cæli, Mars his Exaltation 


In the ſeventh Houſe, Aries being his Natural Houſe 
And where he is now ſeated, and all theſe ſhew him 
To be the Almuten, ' 


Ruyſ. Yes, he's Lord of the Geniture, =» 
Whether you examine it by Ptolemey's way, 
Or Aſeſſethales, Lael, or Alkindus. | | 
Fizke. No other Planet hath ſo many Os. : 
| Either 
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Either by himſelf, or in regard of the Cuſps. 
Mr. Why hold your L ongue then if you know ĩt; Yu 
The Lady of the Horoſcope, being Libra, 
The other part, Mars rules: So that the Geniture, 
Being Nocturnal, Luna is the higheſt, 
None elſe being in ſufficient Dignity, 
She being in Aries in the Seventh Houſe, 
W here Sl Exalted, is the Alchoroden. 
Bube. Yes, for you ſee he hath his Termin 
In the Degrees where ſhe is, and enjoys 
By that, ſix Dignities. 
 Fiske, Which are clearly more 
Than any elſe that view her in the Scheam. 
Nor. Why 1 ſaw this, and could have told you too, 
That he beholds her with a Trine Aſpect 
Here out of Sagirtary, almoſt partile, oY 
And how that Mars out of the ſelf ſame Houſe, 
(But another Sign) here by a Plarique Aſpect - 
Looks at the Hilege, with a Quarrtile ruling 
The Houſe where the Sun is; all this could 1 
Have told you, but that you'll out- run me; and more, 
That this ſame Quartile Aſpect to the Lady of Life, 
Here in the Seventh, promiſes ſome Danger, 
Cauda Draconis being fo near Mars, 
And Caput Algol in the Houſe of Death. 
Lat. How, Sir? I pray you clear that. 
Nor. What is the queſtion firſt? _ ; 
Ruſ. Of the Duke's Life, what Dangers threaten him? 
Nor. Apparent, and thoſe ſudden, when the Hylcy 
Or Alchorodon by direction come „ 
To a Quartile oppoſition of the place 
Where Mars is in the Geniture (which is now | 
At Hand) or elſe oppoſe to Mars himſelf; expect it. 
| La. But they may be prevented. + - 
Nor. Wiſdom only 5 
That rules the Stars, may do it; for Mars being 
Lord of the Geniture in Capricorn, 5 
Is, if you mark it, now a Sextile here, 
With Venus Lady of the Horoſcope. 
So the being in her Exiluny which is ape 
W P 3 
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And Mars his Gaudium, is o'er-rul'd by him, 
And clear debilitated five Degrees 
Beneath her ordinary Power, ſo 


That, at the moſt, ſhe can but mitigate. 


Lat. Vou cannot name the Perſons bring this danger? 
Nor. No, that the Stars tell us not, they name no Man, 
That is a work, Sir; of another Place. | 
Rv. Tel] him whom you ſuſpect, and he'll gueſs ſhrewd- 
Lat. Sir, we do fear one Aubrey; if 'twere he (ly. 
I 5 75 be glad; for we ſhould ſoon prevent him. 


e. I know him, the Duke's Kinſman, a tall Man 4 
Lay hold of 't Norbrezt. _ , 


Nor, Let me pauſe a little, | 

Is he not near of kin unto the Duke? 
Lat. Yes, reverend Sir. | E 8 
Nor. Fart for your Reverence, keep it till then; and 


Lat. He is ſo. (ſome what high of Stature? 
Nor. How old is he? | 


F15ke. About ſeven and fifty. 


Nor. His Head and Beard inclining to be grey. : 
Lat. Right, Sir. a 9 | 


Frike. And fat? : 

Nor. He is ſomewhat corpulent, is he not ? 
Lat. You ſpeak the Man, Sir. TP 

Nor, Well, look to him, farewell. [Exit Norb. 

Lat. Oh, it is Aubrey; Gentlemen, I pray you, 8 


Let me receive this under all your Hands. 


Ruſ. Why, he will ſhew you him in his Magick Glaſs 

If you intreat him, and but gratifie i 

A Sp rit or two more. 0 5 
Lat. He ſhall eat Gold 


Exeunt. 
e 
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SE Nit. 


Enter Sophia, Matilda, and Edith. 
Mat. Good Madam, hear the Suit that Edith urges, 
With ſuch ſubmiſs Beſeeches; nor remain 
So ſtrictly bound to Sorrow for your Son, 
That nothing elſe, though never ſo befitting, 
Obtains your Ears, or Obtervation. 
Soph. What would ſhe ſay? I hear. 
Ed. My Suit is, Madam, 1 
That you would pleaſe to think as well of Juſtice 
Due to your Son's Revenge, as of more wrong added 
To both your ſelves for it, in only gricving. 
Th' undaunted Power of Princes ſhould not be 
Confin'd in deedleſs cold Calamity; 
Anger, the Twin of Sorrow, in your Wrongs 
Should not be ſmother'd, when his Right of Birth 
Claims th' Air as well, and force of coming forth. 
99D. Sorrow is due already, Anger never Ju 
Should be conceived, bur where it may be born 
In ſome Fact fit remploy his active] lime, 


That elſe conſumes who bears it, and abides 


Like a falſe Star that quenches as it glides. 
Ed. I have ſuch means t'employ it as your W if 
Can think no better, caſier, or {ecurer; 
And ſuch as but th' Honours I intend 
To your Partakings, I alone could end, 
Bur your Parts in all dues to crying Blood 
For Vengeance in the Shedder, are much greater 


And therefore ſhould work your Hands to his Slaughter, 


For your Conſent to which, 'twere infinite wrong 
To your ſevere and moſt impartial Juſtice, 
To move you to forget fo falle a Son _ 
As with a Mother's Duty made you curſe him. 
Mat. Edith, he is forgot, for any Son... 
Born of my Mother, or to me a Brother. 
For ſhould we {till perform our Rights to him 
We ſhou'd partake his Wrongs, and as foul be 
In Blood and damned Parricide as he. 
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And therefore tell the happy means that Heav'n 
Puts in thy Hand, for all our long'd-for Freedom 


From ſo abhorr'd and impious a Monſter. 


Spb. Tell what ſhe will, I'll lend nor Hand nor Ear 


To whatſdever Heav'n puts in her Power. 


Sweet Editb, be not any Thought the more 
Diſcourag'd in thy Purpoſe, but aſſured 


Her Heart and Prayers are thine; and that we two 


Shall be enough to all we wiſh to do. 


Edith. Madam, my ſelf alone, I make no doubt 


Shall be afforded Power enough from Heav'n 
To end the Murtherer: All I wiſh of you, 
Is but ſome richer Ornaments and Jewels 
Than I am able to provide my ſelf, 
To help out the Defects of my poor Beauty, 
That yet hath been enough, as now it is, 
To make his Fancy mad with my Defire? 
But you know, Madam, Women never can 
Be too fair to torment an amorous Man; 
And this Man's Torments I would heighten till, 
Till at their higheſt he be fit ro kill. 


And thou ſhalt paint too, that his Blood's Deſire 


May make him periſh in a painted Fire; 
Haſt thou been with him yet? 
E ditb. Been with him? no; 


Il ſet that Hour back to haſte more his longing; 
But I have promis'd to his Inſtruments, 
The Admittance of a Viſit at our Houſe, 
My Sorrow would give Leave to, to remove 
Suſpicion of my Purpoſe. 
Mat. Thou ſhalt have. 93 7 
All I can add, ſweet Wench, in Jewels, Tires, 
I'll be my ſelf thy Drefſer nor may I 


Where yet I would receive him with all Luſtre s 


Serve my own Love with a contracted Husband 


More ſweetly, nor more amply, than may'ſt thou 


Thy forward Will with his bewitch'd Aﬀections - 


- 
- | 2 


8 


1 


Exit. 
Mat. How ſtrange ſhe is to what ſhe chiefly wiſhes ? 


Mat. Thou ſhalt have all my Jewels and my Mother's, 


\ 
\ 
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Affect'ſt thou any perſonal Aid of mine; 
My nobleſt Edith ? 
Edith. Nought but your kind Prayers, 
For full Effect and Speed of my Affair. 
Mat. They are thine, my Edith, as for me, my own; 
For thou well know'ſt, if Blood ſhed of the beſt 
Should cool and be forgottten, who would fear 
To ſhed Blood ſtill? or where, alas, were then 
The endleſs Love we owe to worthy Men? 
Ed. Love of the worthieſt ever bleſs your Highneſs. Ex. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter Rollo with a Glaſs, Aubrey, and Servants, 


ws | Never ſtudied my Glaſs till now, 

4 lt is exceeding well; now leave me, Couſin, 

How takes your Eye the Object? 3 
Aubr. J have learn'd - 

So much, Sir, of the Courtier, as to ſay © 

YourPerſon does become your Habit; 

But being call'd unto it by a noble War, 

Would grace an Armour better. | „ 

Rol. You are ſtill 

For that great Art of which you are the Maſter; 

vet I muſt tell you, that to the Encounters 

We oft attempt, arm d only thus, we bring 

. As troubled Blood, Fears mixt with flatt'ring Hopes, 

The Danger in the Service too as great, 8 


As when we are to charge quite through and through - 


0 


£ 
i 
o 
. F » 
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4 
« 2d 
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The Body of an Army. = 
Aubr. I'll not argue 3 * 
How you may rank the Dangers, but will die in't, 4 


The ends which they arrive at, are as diftant 

In every Circumſtance, as far as Honour | . 
Is from Shame and Repentance. _ 
Rol. You are ſowr? ſſo . = 


Aubr. Iwould ſpeak my free Thoughts, yet not ppc „ 
a 3 


\ 
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Nor am I ſo ambitious of the Title 

Of one that dares talk any thing that was 

Againſt the Torrent of his own Opinion, 

That I affect to ſpeak ought may offend you; 

And therefore, gracious Sir, be pleas'd <4 think 

My Manners or Diſcretion have icform'd me 

That I was born, in all good ends, to ſerve you: 

And not to check at what concerns me not- 

T look not with fore Eyes on your rich Out-fide, 

Nor rack my Thoughts to find out to what purpoſe 

Tis now employ'd; I wiſh it may be good, 

And that, I hope, offends not for a Subject 

Towards his Prince in things indifferent ; 

To uſe the Auſtereneſs of a cenſuring Cato 

Is Arrogance, not Freedom. 

Rol. I commend 

This e in you, and will cheriſh it. 
Enter Hamond with Letters. 

'The 8 from Rome, Latorch imployed you ? 

am, True, Sir. 


4 Ro]. I muſt not now be troubled with a Thought 
O 


\ 


f any new Deſign; good Aubrey read 'em, 
And as they ſhall direct you, ule my Power, 
Or to reply or execute. 
Aubr. I will, Sir. 
Kol. And Captain, bring a Squadron of our Guard - 
To th' Houſe that late was Baldwin sand there wait me, 
Ham. I ſhall. 
Rol. Some two Hours ar. 5 
Ham. With my beſt Care. 
Rol. Inſpire me Love, and be thy Deity, \ 
Or ſcorn d or fear*d,as now thou favour'ſt me. Exit, 
Ham. My ſtay to do my Duty, may be wrongs 
Your Lordſhip's Privacy. 
Aubr. Captain, your Love 
Is ever welcome; I intreat your Patience 
While I peruſe theſe. 
Ham. | attend your Pleaſure. 
Aubr. How's this, a Plot on me? 
Ham. What i is contain d 


In 
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In th! Letters that I brought, that thus tranſports him? 
Aubr. To be wrought on by Rogues, and have my Head 
Brought to the Axe by Knaves that cheat for Bread? 
The Creatures of a Paraſite, a Slave | 
I find you here Z2707ch, not wonder at it; 
But that this honeſt Captain ſhould be made 
His Infrument, afflicts me; I'll make Trial 
Whether his Will or Weakneſs made him do it. 
Captain, you ſaw the Duke, when he commanded 
I ſhould do what theſe Letters did dire& me, 
And I preſume you think I'll not neglect, 
For Fear or Favour, to remove all Dangers, 
How near ſoever that Man can be to me 
From whom they ſhould have Birth, 
Ham. It is confirm'd, : 
Aubr. Nor would you, Captain, I believe, refuſe, 
Or for reſpect of Thankfulneſs, or Hopes, 
To uſe your Sword with fulleſt Confidence 
Where he ſhall hid you ſtrike. ay 
Ham. I never have done. 
Aubr. Nor will, I think— 2M 
Ham. I hope it is not queſtion'd. 
Aubr. The means to have it ſo, is now propos d you. 
Draw, ſo, tis well, and next cut off my Head. - 
Ham. What means your Lordſhip ? 
Aubr, Tis, Sir, the Duke's Pleaſure : 
My Innocence hath made me dangerous, 
And I muſt be remov'd, and you the Man 
Muſt act his Will. 5 
Ham. I'll be a Traitor firſt, before I ſerve it thus. 
Aubr. It muſt be done, 
And that you may not doubt it, there's your Warrant, 
But as you read, remember, Hamond, that 
I never wrong' d one of your brave Profeſſion; 
And, though it be not manly, I muſt grieve 
That Man of whoſe Love I was moſt ambitious 
Could find no Object of his Hate but me. 
Ham. It is no Time to talk now, honour'd Sir, 
Be pleas'd to hear thy Servant, I am wrong'd, 
And cannot, being now to ſerve the Duke, 


Stay 
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Stay to expreſs the manner how; but if 

I do not ſuddenly give you ſtrong proofs, 

Your life is dearer to me than my own, 

May 1 live baſe, and dye ſo: Sir, your pardon. Ex. Ham. 
Aubr. Jam both ways ruin'd, both ways mark'd for 

On every ſide, about, behind, before me, ( ſlaughter 

My certain Fate is fix d: Were a Knave now, 

I could avoid this: Had my Actions 

But meer relations to their own Ends, I could *ſcape now; 

Oh Honeſty! thou elder Child of Virtue, 

Thou ſeed of Heav'n, why to acquire thy Goodneſs 

Should Malice and Diftruſt ſtick 'Thorns before us, 

And make us ſwim unto thee, hung with hazards? 

But Heav'n is got by ſuffering, not diſputing; © 

Say he knew this before-hand, where am I then? 

Or ſay he does know it, where's my Loyalty? 

I know his Nature, troubled as the Sea, 

And as the Sea pr when he's vex'd, 

And I know Princes are their own Expounders. 

Am I afraid of Death? of dying nobly? 

Of dying in mine Innocence uprightly? , 

Have I met Death in all his forms, and fears, | 

Now on the points of Swords, now pitch'd on Lances, 

In fires, and ſtorms of Arrows, Battels, Breaches, 

. And ſhallI now ſhrink from him, when he courts me 

Smiling and full of Sanctity? I'll meet him; 

My Loyal Hand ang Heart ſhall give this to him, 

And though it bear beyond what Poets feign - 

A Puniſhment, Duty ſhall meet that pain / 

And my moſt conſtant Heart to do him good, 

Shall check at neither pale Affright nor Blood. 

Enter Meſſenger. 
Mefſ.The Dutcheſs preſently would crave your preſence, 
Aubr. 1 come; and Aubrey now reſolve to kee | 

Thy Honour livins though thy Body flerp, ¶ Exit. 


SCENE: 
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II. 


Euter Edith, a Boy, and a Banquet ſet our. 


Edith. Now for a Father's Murther, and th 
All Chaſtity ſhall ſuffer if he reign; 
Thou bleſſed Soul, look down, and ſteel thy Daughter, 
Look on the Sacrifice ſhe comes to ſend thee, 

And through the bloody Clouds behold my Piety, 
Take from my cold Heart fear, from my Sex pity, 
And as I wipe theſe Tears off, ſhed for thee, 

So all remembrance may I loſe of Mercy; 

Give me a Woman's anger bent to Blood, 

The wildneſs of the Winds to drown his Prayers, 
Storm-like may my Deſtruction fall upon him, 
My Rage like roving Billows as they riſe, 
Pour'd on his Soul to fink it, give me Flattery, 

(For yet my conſtant Soul ne'er knew diſſembling) 
Flattery the food of Fools, that I may rock him 
And lull him in the Down of his Deſires; 

That in the height of all his hopes and wiſhes, 

His Heav'n forgot, and all his Luſts upon him, 

My Hand, like Thunder from a Cloud, may ſeize him, 
I hear him come, go Boy, and entertain him 


wk Enter Rollo. 


e 
Take, oh take thoſe Lips away 
That ſo ſweetly were forſworn, 
And thoſe Eyes, like break of day, 
Lights that do miſ-lead the Morn; 
But my Kiſſes bring again, 
Seals of Love, though ſeal'd in vain. 


Hide, ob hide thoſe hills of Snow, 
Which thy frozen Bigiom bears, 
On whoſe tops the Pinks that grow 
Are of thoſe that April wears, 
But fiſt ſet my poor Heart free, 
| Bound in thoſe Ivy Chains by thee, 
| al. 


y ruin, 


* 
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Rol. What bright Star, taking Beauty's form upon her. 
Tn all the dappr flies of Een ns , * 
Has drop'd down from the Sky to comfort me? 
Wonder of Nature, let it not prophane thee 
My rude hand touch thy Beauty, nor this Kiſs, 
The gentle Sacrifice of Love and Service, 
Be offer'd to the honour of thy Sweetneſs. 6 
Ed. My gracious Lord; no Deity dwells here, 
Nor nothing of that Virtue, but Obedience, 
The Servant to your Will affects no flattery. 
Rol. Can it be flattery to ſwear thoſe Eyes 
Are Love's eternal Lamps he fires all Hearts with? 
That Tongue the ſmart firing to his Bow? thoſe Sigh 
The deadly Shafts he ſends into our Souls? 
Oh, look upon me with thy ſpring of Beauty: 
Ed. Your Grace is full of game. OD 
Rol. By Heav'n, my Edicrh, 5 
Thy Mother fed on Roſes when ſhe bred thee. (out. 
Ed. And thine on Brambles, that have prick'd her Heart 
Rol. The ſweetneſs of the Arabian Wind ſtill blowing 
Upon the treaſures of Perfumes and Spices, . 
In all their pride and pleaſures, call thee Miſtreſs. 
Ed. Wilt pleaſe you it, Sir? gs 
Rol. So you pleaſe fit by me. 3 
Fair gentle Maid, there is no ſpeaking to thee, 
The Excellency that appears upon thee 
Tyes up my Tongue: Pray ſpeak to me. 
JJ oi. 
Rol. Of any thing, any thing is excellent. 
Will you take my directions? ſpeak of Love then; 
Speak of thy fair ſelf, Edith; and while thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Let me, thus languiſhing, give up my ſelf, Wench. 
Ed. Was a ſtrange cunning Tongue, why do you ſigh, 
How maſterly he turns himſelf to catch me? (Sir? 
Rol. The way te Paradiſe, my gentle Maid, 
Is hard and crooked, ſcarce Repentance finding, 
With all her holy helps, the Door to enter : 
Give me thy hand, what doſt thou feel? 
Ed. Your Tears, Sir. 23 
You weep extreamly; ſtrengthen me now Juſtice. ik 


% 
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Why are theſe Sorrows, Sir? 
Rol. Thou'lt never love me 
If I ſhould tell thee, yet there's no way left 
Ever to purchaſe this bleſt Paradiſe, 
But ſwimming thither in theſe Tears. 90 
Ed. I ſtagger. Rol. Are they not drops of Blood? 
Ed. No. Rol. They're for Blood then, 
For guiltleſs Blood, and they muſt drop, my Edith, 
They muſt thus drop, till I have drown'd my miſchiefs. 
Ed. If this be true, I have no ſtrength to touch him. 
Rol. I prithee look upon me, turn not from me; 
Alas I do confefs I'm made of miſchiefs, : 
Begot with all Man's miſeries upon me; 
But fee my ſorrows, Maid, and do not thou, 
, Whole only ſweeteſt Sacrifice is Softneſs, 
Whoſe true condition, Tenderneſs of Nature 
Ed. My Anger melts, Oh, I ſhall loſe my Juſtice. 
Rol. Do not thou learn to kill with cruelty, 
As I have done, to murther with thy Eyes, 
Thoſe bleſſed Eyes, as I have done with Malice, 
When thou haſt wounded me to death with Scorn, 
(As I deſerve it, Lady) for my true Love, 
When thou haſt loaden me with Earth for ever, 
Take heed my ſorrows, and the ſtings I ſuffer, 
Take heed my nightly Dreams of Death and Horrour 
- Purſue thee not; No time ſhall tell thy Griefs then, 
Nor ſhall an hour of joy add to thy Beauties. 
Look not upon me as I kill'd thy Father, 
As I was ſmear'd in Blood, do not thou hate me, 
But thus in whiteneſs of my waſh'd Repentance, 
In my Heart's Tears and truth of love to Edith, 
In my fair life hereafter, | | 
Ed He will fool me. | Ko 
Rol. Oh with thine Angel Eyes behold and cloſe me, 
Of Heav'n we call for Mercy, and obtain it; 
To Jaſtice for our Right on Earth, and have it; 
' Of thee I beg for Love, ſave me, and give it. 
Ed. Now Heav'n thy help, or-l am gone for ever, 
His Tongue has turn'd me into melting Pity. 


Euter 
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Enter Ha 10 54 68 Gad | 
and upon; * of Death 


Ho: Bs the, Ngors f | 8, 


\s. 


Let no Man 8 till give. the word. 


Guard. We ſhall, Sir. 2 


Ham. Here he. Fl in, all his Nen 3 1 9255 my wiſh. 


Rol. How now? Why doſt thou, : nk lo?” 
Ed.. A help, I hope. 


N91. What doſt thou here? "who 1 The thee? Þ 
Han, My Brother, and the baſe malicious Office 


Thou mad” {t me do to Aubrey; pray; Kol. Pray? (elſe, 


Ham. Pray; pray if thou cant pray, 1 ſhall kill thy Soul 


Pray ſuddenly. Rol. Thou can ſt not. be ſo traiterous. 


Ham. It is a Juſtice; ſtay, Lady; 
For I perceive your End; a Woman's Hand 
Muſt not rob me of Vengeance. Ed. Tis my Glory. 
Hans. Tis mine, ſtay, and ſhare with me; by the Gods, 
There is no May to fave thy Life. Rol. No? (Rolli, 
Ham. No, i it is ſo monſtrous, 1 no Repentance cures it; 


Bol. Why then thou ſhaltkill her firſt, and what this blood 
Will caſt upon thy curſed Head. Ham. "TO Gund, Sir, 


Ed. Spare not, brave Captain. | 
Rol. Fear, or the Devil Bas the. | 
Ham. Such fear, Sir, as you gave your] honour' d Mother; 


When your molt virtuous Brother, ſhicld-like, held ch 


Such Fil give you; put her away. 
Rol. I will not, I will not die ſo camely.. £ upon thee? 
Ham. Murtherous Villain, wilt thou draw Seas of Blood 
Ed. Fear not, kill him good Captain, any way diſpatch 
Him, my Body's honour'd with that Sword that through 
Sends his black Soul to Hell: Oh, but forc one hand. (me 
Ham. Shake him off bravely. _ 
Ed. He's too ſtrong, ſtrike him. 
Ham. Oh, am I with you, Sir? Now keep you from him, 


| What, has he got a Knife? 4 (vous. 


Ed. Look to him, Captain, for now he will be miſchic- 
Ham. Do you ſmile, Sir? 


Does it ſo tickle you? Have at you once more. 


Ed. Oh bravely thruſt; take heed he come not in, Sir; ; 
To him again, you give him too Ach relpite. | 


8 1 [4 2 Rol. 
1 4 | ; | 
<p 1 
. * 4 y 1 
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Rol Yet will you fave my life, and I'll forgive thee, 
And give thee all, all Honours, all Advancements, 
Call thee my Friend. Ed. Strike, ſtrike, and hear him not. 
His Tongue will tempt a Saint. Rvl. Oh for my Soul ſake. 

d. Save nothing of him. 2 

Ham. Now for your farewel, WT NN” 
Are you ſo wary? take you that. Ro. Thou that too; 
Oh thou haſt kill'd me baſely, baſely, baſely. Dies. 

Ed. The juſt Reward of Murther falls upon thee. 
How do you, Sir?-Has he not hurt you? | 

Ham. No, I fecl not any thing. 
Aubr. I charge you let us paſs. [Mitbin. 
Guard. Vou cannot yet, Sir. Aubr. I'Il make way then. 
Guard. We ire ſworn to our Captain, and till he give 
„the Word. 5 „ 
Enter Sophia, Matilda, Aubrey, Lords and Attendanto. 
Ham. Now let them in there. Soph. Oh, here he lies. 
Sorrow on forrow ſeeks me, Oh, in his Blood he lies. 

Aubr. Had you ſpoke ſooner. | 

This might have been prevented; 

Take the Dutcheſs, or oo 

And lead her off, this is no ſight for her Eyes, 
Mat. Oh, bravely done, Wench. 
Ed. There ſtands the noble Doer. 


. 


, Mat. My Honour ever ſeek thee for thy Juſtice, 

Oh 'twas a deed of high and brave Adventure, 

A Juſtice even for Heav'n to envy at. 

Farewel my Sorrows, and my Tears take truce, 

My wiſhes are come round: Oh bloody Brother, 

Till this hour never beauteous; *cill thy life, 

Like a full Sacrifice for all thy miſchief ss, 

Flow'd from thee in theſe Rivers, never nghtcous: 

Oh how my Eyes are quarry'd with their joys now? 

My tenging Heart even leaping out for lightneſs ? 

But dye thy black fins with thee, I forgive thee. 
Aubr. Who did this deed? * 
Ham. I, and Ill anſwer it. [Dies. 

Ed. He faints, oh that ſame curſed Knife has kill'd him. 
mr How 5 2: 

Ed. He ſnatch'd it from my Hand, for whom I bore it, 


nm 


And as thiey grappl'd —— 


Y. V or. III. Q. : Aubr. 
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Aubr. Juſtice is ever equa, 
Had it not been on him) rh*adſt dy'd too honeſt, 


> 


Did you know of his Death ? 3 

Ed. Yes, and rejoyce in't. (Strictneſs 
Aubr. Va ſorry for your Youth then; though the 

Of Law ſhall not fall on you, that of Life 

Muſt preſently ; go to a Cloyſter, carry her, 

And there for ever lead your Life in Penitence. 


Ed. Beſt Father to my Soul, I give you Thanks, Sir, 
And now my fair Reyenges have their ends, 1 
My Vows ſhall be my Kin, my Prayers my Friends. [Exiz, 
Enter Latorch, and Juplers 
Lat. Stay there, 1'll ſtep in and prepare the Duke. 
Nor, We ſhall have brave Rewards! 2 
Fick, That is without queſtion, Aubrey? 
Lat. By this Time where's my huffing Friend, Lord 
Where's that good Gentleman? Oh, I could laugh now, 
And burſt my ſelf with meer Imagination 
A wiſe Man, and a val iant Man, a juſt Man; 
To ſuffer himſelf be juggl'd out of the World, 
By a Number of poor Gipſies? farewel Swaſh-buckler, 
For! know thy Mouth is cold enough by this Time; 
A hundred of ye I can ſhave as neat / 
And ne'er draw Blood in ſnew: Now ſhall my Honour, 
My Power and Virtue walk alone: My Pleaſure 
Obſerv'd by all, all Knees bend to my Worſhip, 
All Suits to me as Saint of all their Fortunes, 
Prefer'd and crowded to, what full Place of Credit, 
And what Place now? yourLordſhip? no, tis common, 
But that I'll think to morrow on; now for my Buſineſs. 
Aubr. Who's there? „ ee f 


» 


Lat. Dead, my Maſter dead? Aubrey alive too? 
Sud. Latorch, Sir. Aubr. Seize his Body. 

Lat. My Maſter dead? wy. 
Aubr. And you within this half Hour, 

Prepare your ſelf, good Devil, you muſt to it, 
Millions of Gold ſhall not redeem thy Miſchief. - 
Behold the Juſtice of thy Practice, Villain 
The Maſs of Murthers thou haſt drawn upon us; 
Behold thy Dectrine; you look now forReward, Sir, 


S | * 
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To be advanc'd, I'm ſure, for all your Labours ? 
And you ſhall haye it, make his Gallows higher 
By ten Foot at the leaſt, and then advance him. 
. Lat. Mercy, Mercy. Aubr. Tis too late, Fool, 
Such as you meant for me, away with him. ¶ He is ledout. 
What gaping Knaves are theſe? bring 'em in, Fellows. 
Now, what are you? 
Nor. Mat hematicians, if it pleaſe your Lordſhip. 
Aubr. And you drew a Figure? 
Fist. We have drawn many. 
Aubr. Eor the Duke, I mean; Sir Latorch's Knaves you 
Mor. We know the Gentleman. (are. 
Aubr. What did he promiſe you? 
Nor. We are paid already. 
Aubr. But! will fee you better paid, go whip them. 
Nor. We do beſeech your Lordſhip, we were hird. 
Aubr. 1 know you were, and you ſhall have your Hire; 
W hip 'em extremely, whip that DoCtor there, 
Till he record himſelf a Rogue. 
Nov. 1 am one, Sir. | 
Aubr. Whip him for being one, and when th'are whipt, 
Lead em to the Gallows to fee their Patron hang'd: 
Away with them. by [ They are led out. 
Nor. Ah, good my Lord. . 
Aubr. Now to mine own Right, Gentlemen. 
1 Lord. You have the next indeed, we all confeſs it, 
And here ſtand ready to inveſt you with it. 
2 Lord. Which to make ſtronger to you, and the ſurer 
Than Blood er Miſchiefs dare inge again, 
Behold this Fadys Sir, this noble Lady, 


/ 


Full of the Blood as you are, of that Nearneſs, 

How bleſſed would it be? 
Aubr. 1 apprehend you, and ſo the fair Matilda dare 

Me, her ever conſtant Servant. (accept 


Mat. In all Pureneſs, 
In all Humility of Heart and Services, 
To the moſt noble Aubrey, I ſubmit me. 
Aubr. Then this is our firſt Tie, now to our Buſineſs. 
1 Lord, We are ready all to put the Honour on you, 


Sir. | 
ie Aubr. 
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ubr. Theſe ſad Rites muſt be done firſt; Take up the 
This, as he was a Prince, ſo Princely Funeral (Bodies; 
5 * wait upon him: On this honeſt Captain, 
The Decency of Arms; a Tear for him too. 


— 
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SG, ſadly on, and as we view his Blood, . 
May his Example in our Rule raiſe Good. 
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a The End of the Third Volume. 
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